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The Prologue. 



Corns. 

'^ I ^wo houjholds loth alike in dignitie, 

(Infaire Verona where we lay our Scene) 
From auncient grudge, Ireake to new mutinie, 
where ciuill bloud makes ciuill hands vncleane : 
From forth thefatall loynes of thefe two foes, 
A paire offtarre^crofi louers, take their life : 
whofe mifaduentur* d pittious ouerthrowes, 
Doth with their death hurie their Parents fhrife. 
The fearfull pcffage of their death-markt loue, 
And the continuance of their Parents rage : 
which but their childrens end nought could remoue : 
Is now the two houres trafficqu£ of our Stage. 
The which if you with patient eares attend, 
what hearejhall miffiy our toylefhallfiriue to mend. 



A% 



* 
> « 



THE MOST EX- 

cellent and lamentable 

Tragedie, of Romeo and luliet. 

Enter Sampfon and Gregorie, with Swords and Bucklers, of the 
houfe of Capulet. 

SAmp. Gregorie, on my word weele not carrie Coles. 
Greg, No, for then we fhould be Collyers. 

Samp. I meane, and we be in choller, weele draw. 

Greg, I while you line, draw your necke out of choller. 

Samp, I ftrike quickly being moued. 

Greg, But thou art not quickly moued to ftrike. 

Samp, A dog of the houfe of Mountague moues me. 

Grego, To moue is to ftirre, and to be valiant, is to ftand : 
Therefore if thou art moued thou runft away. 

Samp, A dog of that houfe Ihall moue me to ftand : 
I will take the wall of any man or maide of Mounta^ 
gues. 

Grego, That fhewes diee a weake flaue, for the weakeft goes 
to the wall. 

Samp, Tis true, & therfore women being the weaker veflels 
are euer thruft to the wall : therfore I wil pulh Mountagues men 
from the wall, and thruft his maides to the wall. 

Greg. The quarell is betweene our maifters , and vs their 
men. 

Samp, Tis all one, I will fhew my felfe a tyrant, when I haue 
fought with the men, I will be ciuil with the maides, I will cut 
off their heads. 

a — Qi. I A3 Grego. The 



The mofl lamentable Tragedie 

Grego. The heads of the maids. 

Samp. I the heads of the maides, or their maiden heads, take it 
in what fenfe thou wilt. 

Greg. They mufl take it fenfe that feele it. 

Samp, Me they fliall feele while I am able to ftand , and tis 
knowne I am a pretie peece of fiefh. 

Greg. Tis well thou art not iiili, if thou hadft, thou hadft bin 
poore lohn : draw thy tooJe, here comes of the houfe of Aloun^ 
tagues. 

Enter two other feruing men. 

Samp. My naked weapon is out, quarell, I will back thee. 

Greg. How, tume thy backe and runne ? 

Samp. Feare me not. 

Greg. No marrie, I feare thee. 

Sam. Let vs take the law of our fides, let them begin. 

Gre. I will frown as I pafle by, and let them take it as they lift. 

Samp. Nay as they dare, I wil bite my thumb at them, which 
is difgrace to them if they beare it. 

Ahram. Do you bite your thumbe at \^ fir? 

Samp. I do bite my thumbe fir. 

Ahra. Do you bite your thumb at vs fir ? 

Samp, Is the law of our fide if I fay I ? 

Greg. No. 

Samp. No fir, I do not bite my thumbe at you fir , but I bite 
my thumbe fir. 

Greg. Do you quarell fir? 

Ahra^ Quarell fir, no fir. 

Sd. But if you do fir, I am for you, I feme as good a ma as you. 

Ahra. No better. 

Samp. Well fir. Enter BenuoHo. 

Greg. Say better, here comes one of my maifters kinfmea. 

Sam. Yes better fir. 

Ahra, You lie. 

Samp, Draw if you be men, Gregorie, remember thy walhing 
blowe. Theyjight. 

Bemto. Part fooles , put vp your fwords, you know not what 
you do. Enter 



of Romeo and luliet. 

Enter Tilalt. 

TibalL What art thou drawne among thefe hartlefle hindes ? 
tume thee Benuolio, looke vpon thy death. 

Benuo. I do but keepe the peace, put vp thy fword, 
or manage it to part thefe men with me. 

Til). What drawne and talke of peace ? I hate the word, 
as I hate hell, all Alouniagues and thee : 
Haue at thee coward. 

Enter three orfoure Citizens with Clubs or partyfons. 

Offi. Clubs, Bils and Parti fons, ftrikc, beate them downe, 
Downe with the Capulets, downe with the Mountagues. 
Enter old Capulet in his goume, and his wife. 

Capu. What noyfe is this ? giue me my long fword hoe. 

Wife. A crowch, a crowch, why call you for a fword ? 

Cap. My fword I fay, old Alountague is come. 
And floriflies his blade in fpight of me. 

Enter old Mountague and his wife. 

Mount. Thou villaine Capulet, hold me not, let me go. 

M. IVife. 2. Thou {halt not ftir one foote to feeke a foe. 
Enter Prince Eskales, with his traine. 

Prince. Rebellious fubiedts enemies to peace, 
Prophauers of this neighbour-ftayned fteele. 
Will they not heare ? what ho, you men, you beafb : 
That quench the fire of your pernicious rage. 
With purple fountaines ilfuing from your veines : 
On paine of torture from thole bloudie hands. 
Throw your miftempered weapons to the ground. 
And heare the fentence of your moued Prince. 
Three ciuill brawles bred of an ayrie word. 
By thee old Capulet and Mountague, 
Haue thrice difturbd the quiet of our ftreets. 
And made Neronas auncient Citizens, 
Caft by their graue befeeming ornaments. 
To wield old partizans, in hands as old, 
Cancred with peace, to part your cancred hate. 
If euer you didurbe our (beets againe. 

Your 



The mojl lamentable Tragedie 

Your Hues fhall pay the forfeit of the peace. 

For this time all the reft depart away : 

You Capulet fhall go along with me. 

And Mountdgue come you this aftemoone. 

To know our farther pleafure in this cafe : 

To old Free-towne, our common iudgement place : 

Once more on paine of death, all men depart. 

Exeunt, 

Mounla. Who fet this auncient quarell new abroach ? 
Speake Nephew, were you by when it began ? 

Ben, Here were the feruants of your aduerfarie 
And yours, clofe fighting ere I did approach, 
I drew to part them, in the inflant came 
The fierie Tybalt, with his fword preparde. 
Which as he breath'd defiance to my eares. 
He fwoong about his head and cut the windes. 
Who nothing hurt withall, hifl him in fcome : 
While we were enterchaunging thrufls and blowes. 
Came more and more, and fought on part and part. 
Till the Prince came, who parted either part. 

Wife, O where is Romeo, faw you him to day ? 
Right glad I am, he was not at this fray. 

Benuo. Madam, an houre before the worfhipt Sun, 
Peerde forth the golden window of the Eaft, 
A troubled minde driue me to walke abroad. 
Where vnderneath the groue of Syramour, 
That Weflward rooteth from this Citie fide : 
So early walking did I fee your fonne. 
Towards him I made, but he was ware of me. 
And flole into ihe couert of the wood, 
I meafuring his afFe6tions by my owne. 
Which then mofl fought, where mofl might not be 
Being one too many by my wearie felfe, (found : 
Purfued my humor, not purfuing his. 
And gladly fhunned, who gladly fled from me. 

Mounta. Many a morning hath he there bin feene. 

With 



of Romeo and luliet. 

With teares augmenting the frefh mornings deawe> 

Adding to cloudes^ more clowdes with his deepe fighes. 

But all fo foone, as the alcheering Sunne, 

Should in the fertheft Eaft begin to draw. 

The fhadie curtaines from Auroras bed. 

Away from light fleales home my heauie fonne. 

And priuate in his Chamber pennes himfelfe. 

Shuts vp his windowes, locks faire day-light out. 

And makes himfelfe an artificiall night > 

Blacke and portendous mud this humor proue, 

Vnlefle good counfell may the caufe remoue. 

Ben. My Noble Vncle do you know the caufe ? 

Moun. I neither know it, nor can leame of him. 

Ben, Haue you importunde him by any meanes ? 

Moun, Both by my felfe and many other friends. 
But he is owne affe^ions counfeller. 
Is to himfelfe (I will not fay how true) 
But to himfelfe fo fecret and fo clofe. 
So farre from founding and difcouerie. 
As is the bud bit with an enuious worme. 
Ere he can fpread his fweete leaues to the ay re. 
Or dedicate his bewtie to the fame. 
Ck)uld we but learne from, whence his forrows grow. 
We would as willingly giue cure as know. 

Enter Romeo. 

Benu, See where he comes, fo pleafe you ftep afide. 
He know his greeuance or be much denide. 

Moun, I would thou wert fo happie by thy ftay. 
To heare true Ihrift, come Madam lets away. 

Exeunt, 

Benuol, Good morrow Couiin. 

Romeo, Is the day fo young ? 

Ben, But new ftrooke nine. 

Romeo, Ay me, fad houres feeme long : 
Was that my father that went hence fo fall ? 

Ben, It was : what fadnefle lengthens Romeos houres ? 

B Rom. Not 
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Ro. Not bauing that, which hauing, makes the (hort. 

Ben, In loue. 

Rom. Out. 

Ben. Of loue. 

Rom. Out of her fauour where I am in loue. 

Ben. Alas that loue fo gentle in his view. 
Should be fo tirannous and rough in proofe. 

Romeo. Alas that loue, whofe view is muffled ftill. 
Should without eyes, fee pathwaies to his will : 
Where fhall we dine ? 6 me ! what fray was here ? 
Yet tell me not, for I haue heard it all : 
Heres much to do with hate, but more with loue : 
Why then 6 brawling loue, d louing hate, 
O any thing of nothing firft created : 
O heauie lightnefTe, ferious vanitie, 
Mifhapen Chaos of welfeeing formes. 
Feather of lead, bright fmoke, cold fier, ficke health, 
Still waking fleepe that is not what it is. 
This loue feele I, that feele no loue in this, 
Doeft thou not laugh ? 

Benu. No Coze, I rather weepe. 

Rom. Good hart at what ? 

Benu. At thy good harts oppreflion. 

Romeo. Why fuch is loues tranfgreffion : 
Griefes of mine owne lie heauie in my bread. 
Which thou wilt propogate to haue it preaft, 
With more of thine, this loue that thou hafl ihowne. 
Doth ad more griefe, too too much of mine owne. 
Loue is a fmoke made with the fume of lighes. 
Being purgd, a fire fparkling in louers eies. 
Being vext, a fea nourifht with louing teares. 
What is it elfe ? a madnefle, mod difcreete, 
A choking gall, and a preferuing fweete : 
Farewell my Coze. 

Ben. Soft I will go along : 
And if you leaue me fo, you do me wrong. 

But 
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Rom. Tut I haue loft my felfe, I am not here. 
This is not Romeo, hees fome other where. 

Ben, Tell me in fadneffe, who is that you loue ? 

Ro. What fhall I grone and tell thee ? 

Ben, Grone, why no : but fadly tell me who ? 

Ro. A licke man in fadneffe makes his will : 
A word ill vrgd to one that is fo ill : 
In fadneffe Cozin, I do loue a woman. 

Ben, I aymde fo neare, when I fuppofde you lou'd. 

Ro. A right good mark man, and fhees faire I loue. 

Ben, A right faire marke faire Coze is fooneft hit. 

Romeo. Well in that hit you miffe, iheel not be hit 
With Cupids arrow, {he hath Dians wit : 
And in ftrong proofe of chaftitie well armd. 
From loues weak childifh bow {he Hues vncharmd. 
Shee will not ftay tlie (iege of louing tearmes. 
Nor bide th'incounter of affailing eies. 
Nor ope her lap to faindt Teducing gold, 
O {he is rich, in bewtie onely poore. 
That when {lie dies, with bewtie dies her ftore. 

Ben. The {he hath fworn, that flie wil ftil Hue chafte ? 

Ro. She hath, and in that fparing, make huge wafte : 
For bewtie fteru'd with her feueritie. 
Cuts bewtie off from all pofteritie. 
She is too faire, too wife, wifely too faire. 
To merit bliffe by making me difpaire : 
Shee hath forfworne to loue, and in that vow. 
Do I Hue dead, that Hue to tell it now, 

Ben. Be rulde by me, forget to thinke of her. 

Ro. O teach me how I Ihould forget to thinke. 

Ben, By giuing libertie vnto thine eyes, 
£xamine other bewties. 

Ro. Tis the way to call hers (exquifit) in queftion more, 
Thefe happie maskes that kis faire Ladies browes. 
Being black, puts vs in mind they hide the faire : 
He that is ftrooken blind, cannot forget 

B a The 
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The precious treafure of his eye-fight loft. 
Shew me a miftreffe that is palling faire. 
What doth her bewtie feme but as a note, 
Where I may reade who pafl that pafTing faire : 
Farewel, thou canfl not teach me to forget, 

Ben, He pay that doctrine, or elfe die in debt. Exeunt, 

Enter Capulet, Countie Paris, and the Clowne. 

Capu. But Mountague is bound as well as I, 
In penaltie ahke, and tis not hard I thinke. 
For men fo old as we to keepe the peace. 

Par. Of honourable reckoning are you both. 
And pittie tis, you liu'd at ods fo Jong: 
But now my Lord, what fay you to my fute ? 

Capu. But faying ore wliat I haue faid before. 
My child is yet a (Iraunger in the world, 
Shee hath not feene the chaunge of fourteen yeares. 
Let two more Sommers wither in their pride. 
Ere we may thinke her ripe to be a bride. 

Pari, Younger then {he, are happie mothers made. 

Capu, And too foone mard are thofe fo early made: 
Earth hath fwallowed all my hopes but flie, 
Shees the hopeful 1 Lady of my earth : 
But wooe her gentle Paris, get her hart. 
My will to her confent, is but a part. 
And fliee agreed, within her fcope of choife 
Lyes my confent, apd faire according voyce : 
This night I hold, an old accuftomd feafl. 
Whereto I haue inuitcd many a guefl : 
Such as I loue, and you among the (lore. 
One more, moft welcome makes my number more : 
At my poore houfe, looke to behold I his night, 
Earthtreading ftarres, that make darke heauen light : 
Such comfort as do luftie young men feele. 
When well appareld Aprill on the heele. 
Of limping winter treads, euen fuch delight 
Among frelh fennell buds fhall you this night 
Inherit at my houfe, beare aU, all fee : And 
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And like her moft, whofe merit moft (hall bee : 
Which one more view, of many, mine being one. 
May fland in number, though in reckning none. 
Come go with me, go firrah trudge about. 
Through faire Verona, find thofe perfons out, 
Whofe names are written tliere, and to them fay. 
My houfe and welcome, on their pleafure (lay. 

Exit. 

Seru, Find them out whofe names are written. Here it is writ- 
ten, that the fhoo-maker (hould meddle with his yard, and the 
tayler with his laft, the filher with his penfill, & the painter with 
his nets. But I am fent to find thofe perfons whofe names are 
here writ , and can neuer find what names the writing perfon 
hath here writ (I muft to the learned) in good time. 

Enter Benuolio, and Romeo. 

Ben, Tut man, one fire burnes out, an others burning. 
On paine is lefned by an others anguifh, 
Tume giddie, and be hoipe by backward turning : 
One defperate greefe, cures with an others languifh : 
Take thou fome new infe6tion to thy eye. 
And the rancke poyfon of the old will dye. 

Romeo, Your Plantan leafe is excellent for that. 

Ben, For what I pray thee ? 

Romeo, For your broken fliin. 

Ben, Why Romeo, art thou mad ? 

Rom, Not mad, but bound more then a mad man is : 
Shut vp in prifon, kept without my foode, 
Whipt and tormented, and Godden good fellow. 

Ser, Godgigoden, I pray fir can you read ? 

Rom, I mine owne fortune in my miferie. 

Ser, Perhaps you haue learned it without booke : 
But I pray can you read any thing you fee ? 

Rom, I if I know the letters and the language. 

Ser, Yee fay honeftly, reft you merrie. 

Rom, Stay fellow, I can read. 



Bj 
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He reades the Letter. 

SEigneurMzriinOftsf his wife and daughters: Countie Anfelme 
and his hewtiousfijlers : the Lady widdowofYivvLMXo, Seigneur 
Placentio, and his louely Neeces : Mercutio and his brother Va- 
lentine: mine Fhcle Capulet hh wife anddaughters : myfaireNeece 
Rofaline, Liuia, Seigneur Valentio, and his Cqfen Tybalt : Lucio 
€Uid the liuely Hellena. 
A faire alfemblie, whither fhould they come ? 

Ser. Vp. 

Ro, Whither to fupper? 

Ser. To our houfe. 

Ro, Whofe houfe ? 

Ser. My Maifters. 

Ro. Indeed I Ihould haue askt you that before. 

Ser. Now ile tell you without asking. My maifler is the great 
rich Capulet , and if you be not of the houfe of Mountagues, I 
pray come and crufli a cup of wine. Reft you merrie. 

Ben. At tliis fame auncient feaft of Capuiets, 
Sups the faire Rofaline whom thou fo loues : 
With all the admired beauties of Verona, 
Go thither, and with vnattainted eye. 
Compare her face with fome that I Ihall fliow, 
And I will make thee thinke thy fwan a crow. 

Ro. When the deuout religion of mine eye, 
Maintaines fuch fallhood, then turne teares to tier : 
And thefe who often drownde, could neuer die, 
Tranfparent Hereticques be burnt for licrs. 
One fairer then my loue, the all feeing Sun, 
Nere faw her match, fince firft the world begun. 

Ben. Tut you faw her faire none elfe being by. 
Her felfe poyfd with her felfe in either eye : 
But in that Chriftall fcales let there be waide. 
Your Ladies loue againft fome other maide : 
That I will fliew you Ihining at this feaft. 
And ftie ftiall fcant ftiew well that now feemes beft. 

Ro, Ile go along no fuch light to be ftiowne. 

But 
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But to reioyce in fplendor of mine owne. 

Enter Capulets IVife and Nurfe. 

Wife, Nurfe wher's my daughter ? call her forth to me. 

Nurfe. Now by my maidenhead, at iwelue yeare old I had her 
come, what Lamb, what Ladie-bird, God forbid, 
Wheres this Girle ? what luliet. 

Enter luliet. 

luliet. How now who calls ? 

Nur. Your mother, 

lull. Madam I am here, what is your will ? 

Wife, This is the matter. Nurfe giue leaue a while,we muft talk 
in fecret . Nurfe come backe againe, I haue remembred mee, 
thou'fe hcare our counfel. Thou kuoweft my daughters of a pre- 
tie age. 

Nurfe. Faith I can tell her age vnto an houre. 

JVife, Shee*s not fourteene. 

Nurfe. He lay fourteene of my teeth , and yet to my teene he it 
fpoken, I haue butfoure,Jhees not fourteene. 
How long is it now to Lammas tide ? 

JVlfo. A fortnight and odde dayes. 

Nurfe. Euen or odde, of all daies in the yeare come Lammas Eueat 
night Jlaljhebef our teen. Sufan and^PiejGod rejl all Chriftianfoules, 
wereqfanage. IVellSufanis with GoiUJhewas too good for me: But 
as IfaidfOn Lammas £w<? at nighlfJiallfhe be fourteene , thatfhall 
Jhee marrie, I remember it well . Tifjince the Earth-quake now 
eleuenyeares,andjhe was weaned IneuerJJiallforget it, of all the daies 
of the yeare vpon that day : for I had then laide worme-wood to my 
dug ,Jitting in the fun vnder the Doue-houfe wall. My Lord and 
you were then at Mantua, nay Idoo beart a braine , But as Ifaid, 
when it did tqfte the worme-wood on the nipple of my dug , and 
felt it bitter, pretiefoole, to fee it leachie and fall out with theDugge, 
Shake quoth the Doue-houfe, twos no need I trow to bid me trudge: 
andjince that time it is a leuen yea res, for thenfhe couldjl and hy lone, 
nay byth roodefhe could haue run and wadled all about : for euen 
the day before fhe broic her brow, and then my husband,God bewith 
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his Joule, a was a merrie man, toohe vp the child,yea quoth he,doeJl 
thoufallvpon thy face ? thou wilt Jail backward when thou hqfi more 
wit, wilt thou not lule ? And by my holy dam , thepretie wretch left 
crying,andjaid I : tofee now how a ieajljhall come about: I warrant, 
ojidljhouldliueathoujandyeares, Ineuerjliouldforget it: wiltthou 
not lule quoth he ? and pretiejoole itjlinted, andjaid L 

Old La, Inough of this, I pray thee hold thy peace. 

Nurfe. Yes Madam, yet I cannot chufe but laugh , to thinke it 
Jhwldleaue crying yandjay I: and yet /warrant it hadvpon it brow, a 
bump as big as a young Cockrelsjione: a peril lous knock, and itcryed 
bitterly. Yea quoth my husband,falljl vpon thyjace, thou wilt Jail 
backward when thou commeji to age: wilt thou not lule ? Itjlinted, 
and J aid L 

lull. And ftint thou too, I pray thee Nurfe, fay I. 

Nurje, Peace Jhaue done : God marke thee too his grace , thou 
wajl the prettiejl babe that ere Inurjl , and I might Hue tofee thee 
married once, I haue my w\fh. 

Old La. Marrie, that marrie is the very theame 
I came to talke of, tell me daughter luliet. 
How flands your difpofitions to be married ? 

Juliet. It is an houre that I dreame not of. 

Nurfe. An houre, were not I thine onely Nurfe, I would fay thou 
hadfljuckt wifedomefrom thy teate. 

Old La. Well thinke of marriage now, yonger then you 
Here in Ferona, Ladies of efteerae. 
Are made alreadie mothers by my count. 
I was your mother, much vpon thefe yeares 
That you are now a maide, thus then in briefe ; 
The valiant Paris feekes you for his loue. 

Nurfe. A man young Lady, Lady,fuch a man as all the world. 
Why hees a man ofwaxe. 

Old La. Veronas Sommer hath not fuch a flower. 

Nurfe. Nay hees a flower, in faith a very flower. 

Old La, What fay you, can you loue the Gentleman ? 
This night you fhall behold him at our feaft, 
Reade ore the volume of young Paris face. 

And 
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A.nd find delight^ writ there with bewties pen. 
Examine euery married liniament. 
And fee how one an other lends content : 
And what obfcurde in this faire volume lies, 
Finde written in the margeant of his eyes. 
This precious booke of loue, this vnbound louer. 
To bewtifie him, onely lacks a Couer. 
The fifh lines in the fea, and tis much pride 
For faire without the faire, within to hide : 
That booke in manies eyes doth Ihare the glorie 
That in gold clafpes locks in the golden ftorie : 
So fhall you (hare all that he doth poflelfe. 
By hauing him, making your felfe no lefle. 

Nurfe, No lefTe, nay bigger women grow by men. 

Old La, Speake briefly, can you like of Paris loue ? 

lulL He looke to like, if looking liking moue. 
But no more deepe will I endart mine eye. 
Then your confent giues flrength to make flie. Enter Seruing, 

Ser, Madam the guefts are come, fupper feru'd vp, you cald, 
my young Lady askt for, the Nurfe curfl in the Pantrie, and e- 
uerie thing in extremitie : I mufl hence to wait , I befeech you 
follow ftraight. 

Mo, We follow thee, luUet the Countie flaies. 

Nur, Go gyrle, feeke happie nights to happie dayes. 

Exeunt, 
Enter Romeo, Mercutio, Benuolio, tvith fine orjixe other 
Maskers, torchhearers. 

Romeo, What fliall this fpeech be fpoke for our excufe ? 
Or fhall we on without appologie ? 

Ben, The date is out of fuch prolixitie, 
Weele haue no Cupid, hudwinckt with a skarfe. 
Bearing a Tartars painted bow of lath, 
Skaring the Ladies like a Crowkeeper. 
But let them meafure vs by what they will, 
Weele meafure them a meafure and be gone. 

Rom. Glue me a torch, I am not for this ambling, 

C Being 
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Being but heauie I will beare the light. 

Mercu, Nay getle Romeo, we muft haue you dance. 

Ro, Not I beleeue me, you haue dancing fhooes 
With nimble foles, I haue a foule of Leade 
So (lakes me to the ground I cannot moue. 

Aler, You are a I^uer, borrow Cupids wings, 
And fore with them aboue a common bound. 

Rom, I am too fore enpearced with his fhaft. 
To fore with his light feathers, and fo bound, 
I cannot bound a pitch aboue dull woe, 
Vnder loues heauie birthen do I fincke. 

Horatio, And to fink in it fhould you burthen loue. 
Too great oppreflion for a tender thing. 

Rom. Is loue a tender thing ? it is too rough. 
Too rude, too boyftrous, and it pricks like thorne. 

Mer. If loue be rough with you, be rough with loue 
Prick loue for pricking, and you beate loue downe, 
Giue me a cafe to put my vifage in, 

A vifor for a vifor, what care I 
What curious eye doth cote deformities : 
Here are the beetle browes fliall blulh for me. 

Benu. Come knock and enter, and no fooner in. 
But euery man betake him to his legs. 

Ro. A torch for me, let wantons light of heart 
Tickle tlie fencelelTe rufhes with tlieir heeles : 
For I am proucrbd with a graunfire phrafe. 
He be a candle-holder and looke on. 
The game was nere fo faire, and I am dum. 
Mer, Tut, duns the moufe, the Conftables own word 
If thou art dun, weele draw thee from the mire 
Or faue you reuerence loue, wherein thou (licked 
Vp to the eares, come we burne daylight ho. 

Ro, Nay thats not fo. 

Mer. I meane (ir in delay 
We wade our lights in vaine, lights lights by day : 
Take our good meaning, for our indgement fits, 

Fiue 
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Fiue times in that, ere once in our fine wits. 

Ro. And we meane well in going to \X\u Mask, 
But tis no wit to go. 

Mer, Why, may one aske ? 

Rom. I dreampt a dreame to night, 

Mer. And fo did I. 

Ro. Well what was yours ? 

Mer, That dreamers often lie. 

Ro, In bed afleep while they do dream things true. 

Aler. O then I fee Qiieenc Mab hath bin with you: 
She is the Fairies midwife, and flie comes in fliape no bigger the 
an Agot (lone, on the forclinger of an Alderman, drawne with ■ 
a teeme of little ottamie, ouer mens nofes as they lie afleep : her 
waggo fpokes made of log fpinners legs: the couer, of the wings 
of Grafhoppers, her traces of the fmalleft fpider web, her collors 
of the moonfliines watry beams, her whip of Crickets bone, the 
lafh of Philome, her waggoner , a fmall grey coated Gnat, not 
half fo big as a round litle worme, prickt from the lazie finger of 
a man. Her Charriot is an emptie Hafel nut, Made by the loyner 
fquirrel or old Grub, time out amind, the Fairies Coatch makers : 
and in this flate fhe gallops night by night, throgh loners brains; 
and then they dreame of loue. On Courtiers knees, that dreame 
on Curfies flrait, ore Lawyers fingers who flrait dreame on fees, 
ore Ladies lips who ftrait one kilTes dream, which oft the angrie 
Mab with bliflers plagues , becaufe their breath with fweete 
meates tainted are. Sometime flie gallops ore a Courtiers nofe, 
and then dreames he of fmelling out a fute : and fometime comes 
fhe with a tithpigs tale, tickling a Perfons nofe as a lies afleepe, 
-then he dreams of an other Benefice. Sometime fhe driueth ore 
a fouldiers neck, and then dreames he of cutting forrain throates, 
of breaches, ambufcados, fpanifh blades : Of healths fiue fadome 
deepe , and then anon drums in his eare , at which he darts and 
wakes, and being thus frighted, fweares a praier or two & fleeps 
againe : this is that very Mab that plats the manes of horfes in the 
night : and bakes the Elklocks in foule fluttifh haires , which 
once vntangled, much misfortune bodes. 

C a This 
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This is the hag, when maides lie on their backs. 
That prefles them and Icarnes them firft to beare. 
Making them women of good carriage : 
This is (lie. 

Romeo. Peace, peace, Mercutio peace. 
Thou talkft of nothing. 

Mer, True, I taike of dreames : 
Which are the children of an idle braine. 
Begot of nothing but vaine phantafie : 
Which is as thin of fubftance as the ayre. 
And more inconftant then the wind who wooes, 
£uen now the frozen bofome of the Nprth : 
And being angerd puft'es away from thence, 
Turning his fide to the dewe dropping South. 
Ben, This wind you talk of, blows vs from our felues. 
Supper is done, and we fhall come too late. 

Ro. I feare too earlic, for my mind mifgiues. 
Some confcquence yet hanging in the flarrcs. 
Shall bitterly begin his fearful! date. 
With this nights reuels, and expire the terme 
Of a defpifed life clofde in my bred : 
By fome vile fofreit of vntimely death. 
But he that hath the flirrage of my courfe, 
Dire6t my fute, on luflie Gentlemen. 

Ben, Strike drum. 
They march about the Stage, and Scruingmen come forth with 
Napkins, 

Enter Romeo. 

Ser, Wheres Potpan that he helpes not to take away ? 
He fhift a trencher, he fcrape a trencher ? 

I. When good manners fhall lie all in one or two mens hands 
And they vnwafht too, tis a foule thing. 

Ser. Away with the ioynflooles, remoue the Courtcubbert, 
looke to the plate, good thou, faue me a peece of March-pane, 
and as thou loues me, let the porter let in Sufan Grind/ione, and 
Nell, Anthonie and Potpan. 

2. I Boy 
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2. I boy readie. 

Ser, You are lookt for, and cald for, askt for, and fought for in 

the great chamber. 

• 3. We cannot be here and there too, chearely bo/es. 

Be brisk a while, and the longei liuer take all. 

Exeunt, 

Enter all the guejls and gentlewomen to the 
Maskers, 

1. Capu, Welcome gentlemen, Ladies that haue their toes 
Vnplagued with Cornes, will walke about with you : 

Ah my miftefles, which of you all 

Will now denie to daunce, fhe that makes daintie. 

She He fwear hath Corns : am I come neare ye now ? 

Welcome gentlemen, I haue feene the day 

That I haue worne a vifor and could tell 

A whifpering tale in a faire Ladies eare : 

Such as would pleafe : tis gone, tis gone, tis gone. 

You are welcome, gentlemen come, Mulitions play. 

Mtifick playes and they dance. 
A hall, a hall, giue roome, and foote it gyrles. 
More light you knaues, and turne the tables vp : 
And quench the fire, the roome is growne too hot. 
Ah firrah, this vnlookt for fport comes well : 
Nay fit, nay fit, good Cozin Capulet, 
For you and I are pafl our dauncing dayes : 
How long ifl now fince lafl your felfe and I 
Were in a maske ? 

2. Capu, Berlady thirtie yeares. 

1. Capu, What man tis not fo much, tb not fo much, 
Tis fince the nuptiall of Lucientio : 

Come Pentycofl as quickly as it will. 

Some fiue and twentie yeares, and then we maskt. 

2. Capu, Tis more, tis more, his fonne is elder fir : 
His fonne is thirtie. 

I. Capu. Will you tell me that ? 
His fonne was but a ward 2 . yeares ago. 

a— Q2. 2 C 3 Romeo. What 
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Ro, What Ladies that which doth enrich the hand 
Of yonder Knight ? 

Ser, I know not fir. 

Ro. O ihe doth teach the torches to bum bright : 
It feemes ihe hangs vpon the cheeke of night : 
As a rich lewel in an £thiops eare, 
Bewtie too rich for vfe, for earth too deare : 
So ihowes a fnowie Done trooping with Crowes, 
As yonder Lady ore her fellowes (howes : 
The meafure done. He watch her place of (land. 
And touching hers, make bleffed my rude hand. 
Did my hart loue till now, forfweare it fight. 
For I nere faw true bewtie till this night. 

TUal, This by his voyce, fhould be a Mountague. 
Fetch me my Rapier boy, what dares the flaue 
Come hither couerd witli an anticque face. 
To fleere and fcorne at our folemnitie ? 
Now by the ftocke and honor of my kin. 
To firike him dead, I hold it not a fin. 

Capu. Why how now kinsman , wherefore ftorme 

Tib, Vncle, this is a Mountague our foe : (you fo ? 
A villaine that is hither come in fpight. 
To fcorne at our folemnitie this night. 

Cap, Young Romeo is it. 

Tib. Tis he, that villaine Romeo. 

Capu. Content thee gentle Coze, let him alone, 
A beares him like a portly Gentleman : 
And to fay truth, Verona brags of him. 
To be a vertuous and welgouernd youth, 
I would not for the wealth of all this Towne, 
Here in my houfe do him difparagement : 
Therefore be patient, take no note of him. 
It is my will, the which if thou refped. 
Shew a faire prefence, and put off thefe frownes. 
An illbefeeming femblance for a feaft. 

Tib. It fits when fuch a villaine is a g^efl. 
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He not endure him. 

Capu, He fhall be endured. 
What goodraan boy, I fay he (hall, go too. 
Am I the mafter here or you ? go too, 
Youle not endure him, god Ihall mend my foule, 
Youle make a mutinie among my guefts : 
You wil fet cock a hoope, youle be the man. 

Ti, Why Vncle, tis a fhame. 

Capu, Go too, go too. 
You are a fawcie boy, ift fo indeed ? 
This trick may chance to fcath you I know what. 
You miift coutrarie me, marrie tis time. 
Well faid my hearts, you are a princox, go, 
Be quiet, or more light, more light for fhame, 
lie make you quiet (what) chearely my hearts. 

Ti. Patience perforce, with wilfuU choller meeting. 
Makes my flelh tremble in their different greeting : 
I will withdraw, but this intrufion fhall 
Now feeming fweet, conuert to bittrefl gall. Exit. 

Ro, If I prophane with my vnworthiefl hand. 
This holy fhrine, the gentle fin is this. 
My lips two blufhing Pylgrims did readie fland. 
To fmoothe that rough touch with a tender kis. 

lu. Good Pilgrim you do wrug your had too much 
Which mannerly deuocion fhowes in this. 
For faints haue hands, that Pilgrims hands do tuch. 
And palme to palme is holy Palmers kis. 

Ro, Haue not Saints lips and holy Palmers too ? 

luli, I Pilgrim, lips that they mufl vfe in praire. 

Rom, O then deare Saint, let lips do what hands do. 
They pray (grant thou) leafl faith turne to difpaire. 

lu. Saints do not moue, thogh grant for praiers fake. 

Ro, Then moue not while my praiers efle6k I take. 
Thus from my lips, by thine my fin is purgd. 

lu. The haue my lips the fin that they haue tooke. 

Ro, Sin from my lips, 6 trefpas fweet ly vrgd : Giim 



The moft lamentable Tragedie 

Giue me my fin againe. 

luii, Youe kifle bith booke. 

Nur, Madam your mother craues a word with you. 

J^o. What is her mother ? 

Nurf. Marrie Batcheler, 
Her mother is the Lady of the houfe. 
And a good Ladie, and a wife and vertuous, 
I Nurfl her daughter that you talkt withail : 
I tell you, he that can lay hold of her 
Shall haue the chincks. 

Ro, Is fhe a Capulet ? 

deare account ! my life is my foes debt. 
Ben, Away begon, the fport is at the beft. 
Ro, I fo I feare, the more is my vnreft. 
Capu, Kay gentlemen prepare not to be gone. 

We haue a trifling foolifh banquet towards : 
Is it ene fo ? why then I thanke you all. 

1 thanke you honed gentlemen, good night : 
More torches here, come on, then lets to bed. 
Ah firrah, by my faie it waxes late. 

He to my reft. 

lull. Come hither Nurfe, what is yond gentleman ? 

Nurf, The fonne and heire of old Tyherio, 

lull, Whats he that now is going out of doore ? 

Nur, Marrie that I thinke be young Petruchio, 

lu, Whats he that follows here that wold not dflce ? 

Nur, I know not. 

lull. Go aske his name, if he be married. 
My graue is like to be my wedding bed. 

Nurf, His name is Romeo, and a Mountague, 
The onely fonne of your great enemie. 

luli. My onely loue fprung from my onely hate. 
Too earlie feene, vnknowne, and knowne too late. 
Prodigious birth of loue it is to mee, 
That I muft loue a loathed enemie. 

Nurf Whats tis ? whats tis. 

lu. A 
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lu, A rime I learnt euen now 
Of one I dand withall. 

One cals tuithin luliet. 

Nurf. Anon^ anon : 
Come lets away, the ftrangers all are gone. 



Exeunt, 



Chorus. 
Now old defire doth in his deathbed lie. 
And young affection gapes to be his heire, 
That faire for which loue gronde for and would die. 
With tender luliet match, is now not faire. 
Now Romeo is beloued, and loues againe. 
Alike bewitched by the charme of lookes : 
But to his foe fuppofd he mufl complaine. 
And ihe fleale loues fweete bait from fearful hookes : 
Being held a foe, he may not haue accede 
To breathe fuch vowes as louers vfe to fweare. 
And fhe as much in loue, her meanes much lefle, 
To meete her new beloued any where : 
But pafilon lends them power, time meanes to meete, 
Tempring extremities with extreeme fweete. 

Enter Romeo alone, 

Ro, Can I go forward when my heart is here, 
Turne backe dull earth and find thy Center out. 

Enter Benuolio M/i/A Mercutio. 

Ben, Romeo, my Cofen Romeo, Romeo. 

Aler, He is wife, and on "my life hath ftolne him home to bed. 

Ben, He ran this way and leapt this Orchard wall. 
Call good Mercutio : 
Nay He coniure too. 

Mer, Romeo, humours, madman, pafiion louer, 
Appeare thou in the likenelle of a (igh, 
Speake but on rime and I am fatisfied : 
Crie but ay me, prouaunt, but loue and day, 
Speake to my golhip Fenus one faire word. 
One nickname for her purblind fonne and her, 

D Young 
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Young Abraham : Cupid he that fhot fo true. 
When King Cophetua lou'd the begger mayd. 
He heareth not, he ftirreth not, he moueth not. 
The Ape is dead, and I muft coniure him. 
I coniure thee by Rof alines bright eyes, 
By her high forehead, and her Scarlet lip, 
By her tine foot, (Iraight leg, and quiuering thigh. 
And the demeanes, that there adiacent Iie,« 
That in thy likenefle thou appeare to vs. 

Ben, And if he heare thee thou wilt anger him. 

Mer. This cannot anger him, twould anger him 
To raife a fpirit in his millrelle circle. 
Of fome ftrange nature, letting it there ftand 
Till fhe had laid it, and coniured it downe. 
That were fome fpight. 

My inuocation is fiiire & honed, in bis miftres name, 
I coniure onely but to raife vp him. 

Ben, Come, he hath hid hinifelfe among thefe trees 
To be conforted with the humerous night : 
Blind is his loue, and beft befits the darke. 

Mar, If loue be blind, loue cannot hit the marke. 
Now will he fit vnder a Medler tree. 
And wifh his miftrefle were that kind of fruite. 
As maides call Medlers, when they laugh alone. 
O Romeo that fhe were, 6 that The were 
An open, or thou a Poprin Pi.*are. 
Romeo goodniglit, ile to my truckle bed. 
This field-bed is too cold for me to fleepe. 
Come fhall we go ? 

Ben, Go then, for tis in vaine to feeke him here 
That meaues not to be found. Exit, 

Ro. He jeafls at fcarres that neuer felt a wound. 
But foft, what light through yonder window breaks? 
It is the Eafl, and fuliei is the Sun. 
Arife faire Sun and kill the enuioas Moone, 
Who is alreadie ficke and pale witli greefe. 
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That thou her maide art far more faire then (lie : 

Be not her maide fince fhe is enuious. 

Her veftall liuery is but ficke and greene. 

And none but fooles do weare it, caft it off: 

It is my Lady, 6 it is ray loue, 6 that fhe knew (he wer. 

She fpeakes, yet fhe faies nothing, what of that ? 

Her eye difcourfes, I will anfwere it : 

I am too bold, tis not to me fhe fpeakes : 

Two of the fairefl ftarres in all the heauen, 

Hauing fome bu/ines to entreate her eyes. 

To twinCkle in their fpheres till they returne. 

What if her eyes were there, they in her head. 

The brightnefTe of her cheek wold fhame thofe (brs. 

As day-light doth a lampe, her eye in heauen. 

Would through the ayrie region flreame fo bright. 

That birds would fing, and thinke it were not night : 

See how fhe leanes her cheeke vpon her hand. 

O that I were a gloue vpon that hand. 

That I might touch that cheeke. 

Ju. Ay me. 

Ro, She fpeakes. 
Oh fpeake againe bright Angel, for thou art 
As glorious to this night being ore ray head. 
As is a winged raeflenger of heauen 
Vnto the white vpturned wondring eyes. 
Of raortalls that fall backe to gaze on hira. 
When he befhides the lazie puffing Cloudes, 
And fayles vpon the boforae of the ayre. 

lulL O Romeo, Romeo, wherefore art thou Romeo ? 
Denie thy father and refufe thy narae : 
Or if thou wilt not, be but fwome my loue. 
And ile no longer be a Capulet, 

Ro, Shall I heare more, or fhall I fpeake at this ? 

lu, Tis but thy narae that is ray enemie : 
Thou art thy felfe, though not a Mountague, 
Whats Mountague ? it is nor hand nor foote, 
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Nor arme nor face, 6 be feme other name 
Belonging to a man. 

Whats in a name that which we call a rofe. 
By any other word would fmell as fweete. 
So Romeo would wene he not Romeo cald, 
Retaine that deare perfe6tion which he owes. 
Without that tytle, Romeo doffe thy name. 
And for thy name which is no part of thee. 
Take all my felfe. 

Ro. I take thee at thy word : 
Call me but loue, and He be new baptizde. 
Henceforth I neuer will be Romeo. 

luli. What man art thou, that thus befchreend in 
So fbimblefl on my counfell ? (^night 

Ro. By a name, I know not how to tell thee who I 
My name deare faint, is hatefull to my felfe, (am : 

Becaufe it is an enemie to thee. 
Had I it written, I would teare the word. 

luli. My eares haue yet not drunk a hundred words 
Of thy tongus vttering, yet I know the found. 
Art thou not Romeo, and a Mountague ? 

Ro. Neither faire maide, if either thee diflike. 

luli. How camefl thou hither, tel me, and wherfore ? 
The Orchard walls are high and hard to climbe. 
And the place death, confidering who thou art. 
If any of ray kifmen find thee here. 

Ro. With loues light wings did I orepearch thefe 
For flonie limits cannot hold loue out, (walls. 

And what loue can do, that dares loue attempt : 
Therefore thy klnfmen are no ftop to me. 

lu. If they do fee thee, they will murther thee. 

Ro. Alack there lies more perill in thine eye. 
Then twentie of their fwords, looke thou but fweete. 
And I am proofe againfl their enmitie. 

luli. I would not for the world they faw thee here. 

Ro. I 
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Ro. I haue nights cloake to hide me fro their eies. 
And but thou loue rae, let them finde me here. 
My life were better ended by their hate. 
Then death proroged wanting of thy loue. 

lu. By whofe dire^ion foundft thou out this place ? 

Ro, By loue that firft did promp me to enquire. 
He lent me counfell, and I lent him eyes : 
I am no Pylat, yet wert thou as farre 
As that vaft Ihore walheth with the fartheft fea, 
I fhould aduenture for fuch marchandife. 

lu. Thou knoweft the mask of night is on my fece, 
Elfe would a maiden bluih bepaint my cheeke. 
For that which thou haft heard me fpeake to night, 
Faine would I dwell on forme, faine, faine, denie 
What I haue fpoke, but farwell complement. 
Doeft thou loue me ? I know thou wilt fay I : 
And I will take thy word, yet if thou fwearft. 
Thou maieft proue falfe at loners periuries. 
They fay loue laughes, oh gentle Romeo, 
If thou doft loue, pronounce it faithfully : 
Or if thou thinkeft I am too quickly wonne. 
He frowne and *be peruerfe, and fay thee nay. 
So thou wilt wooe, but elfe not for the world. 
In truth faire Montague I am too fond : 
And therefore thou maieft think my behauior light. 
But truft me gentleman, ile proue more true. 
Then thofe that haue coying to be ftrange, 
I ftiould haue bene more ftrange, I muft confefte. 
But that thou ouerheardft ere I was ware. 
My truloue paftion, therefore pardon me. 
And not impute this yeelding to light loue. 
Which the darke night hath fo difcouered. 

Ro, Lady, by yonder blefted Moone I vow. 
That tips with ftluer all thefe frute tree tops. 

lu. O fwear not by the moone th'inconftant moone. 
That monethly changes in her circle orbe, 
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Lead that thy loue proue likewife variable. 
Ro. What fhall I fweare by ? 
lu. Do not fweare at all : 
Or if thou wilt, fweare by thy gracious felfe. 
Which is the god of ray Idolatrie, 
And He beleeue thee. 

Ro. If my hearts deare loue. 
lu. Well do not fweare, although I ioy in thee : 
I haue no ioy of this contra6k to night. 
It is too raih, too vnaduifd, too fudden. 
Too like the lightning which doth ceafe to bee. 
Ere one can fay, it lightens, fweete goodnight : 
This bud of loue by Sommers ripening breath. 
May proue a bewtious floure when next we meete. 
Goodnight, goodnight, as fweete repofe and reft. 
Come to thy heart, as that within my breft. 
Ro, O wilt thou leaue me fo vnfatisf5ed ? 
lull. What fatisfadion canft thou haue to night ? 
Ro. Th*exchange of thy loues faithful vow for mine. 
lu. I gaue thee mine before thou didft requeft it : 
And yet I would it were to giue againe. 

Ro. Woldft thou withdraw it, for what purpofe loue? 
lu. But to be fi*anke and giue it thee againe. 
And yet I wifh but for the thing I haue. 
My bountie is as boundlefte as the fea. 
My loue as deepe, the more I giue to thee 
The more I haue, for both are infinite : 
I heare fome noyfe within, deare loue adue : 
Anon good nurie, fweete Mounlague be true : 
Stay but a little, I will come againe. 

Ro. O bleiTed bleiled night, I am afeard 
Being in night, all this is but a dreame. 
Too flattering fweete to be fubftantiall. 

lu. Three words deare Romeo, & goodnight indeed. 
If that thy bent of loue be honourable. 
Thy purpofe marriage, fend me word to morrow. 

By 
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By one that ile procure to come to thee. 

Where and what time thou wilt perforrae the right. 

And all my fortunes at thy foote ile lay. 

And follow thee my L. throughout the world. Madam. 

I come, anon : but if thou meaneft not well, 

I do befeech thee (by and by I come) Madam. 

To ceafe thy ftrife, and leaue me to my griefe. 

To morrow will I fend. 

Ro, So thriue my foule. 

lu. A thoufand times goodnight. 

Ro, A thoufand times the worfe to want thy light, 
Loue goes toward loue as fchooleboyes from their bookes. 
But loue from loue, toward fchoole with heauie lookes. 

Enter luliet againe. 

lull. Hid Romeo hift, 6 for a falkners voyce. 
To lure this Taflel gentle back againe. 
Bondage is hoarfe, and may not fpeake aloude, 
Elfe would I teare the Caue where Eccho lies. 
And make her ayrie tongue more hoarfe, then 
With repetition of my Romeo, 

Ro, It is my foule that calls vpon my name. 
How filuer fweete, found louers tongues by night. 
Like fofted muficke to attending eares. 

lu. Romeo, 

Ro. My Neece. 

lu. What a clocke to morrow 
Shall I fend to thee ? 

Ro, By the houre of nine. 

lu I will not faile, tis twentie yeare till then, 
I haue forget why I did call thee backe. 

Ro. Let me (land here till thou remember it. 

lu. I fhall forget to haue thee dill (land there, 
Remembring how I loue thy companie. 

Ro. And Ile dill flay, to haue thee ilill forget. 
Forgetting any other home but this. 

lu. Us almod morning, I would haue thee gone. 
And yet no farther then a wantons bird. That 



The mojl lamentable Tragedie 

That lets it hop a litJe from his hand. 
Like a poore prifoner in his twilled giues» 
And with a filken threed, plucks it backe againe^ 
So louing lealous of his libertie. 

Ro, I would I were thy bird, 

lu. Sweete fo would I, 
Yet I (hould kill thee with much cherifhing: 
Good night, good night. 
Parting is fuch fweete Ibrrow, 
That I (hall fay good night, till it be morrow. 

/v. Sleep dwel vpon thine eyes, peace in thy bread. 

Ro, Would I were Ueepe and peace fo fweet to reft 
The grey eyde morne frailes on the frowning night, 
Checkring the Eafterne Clouds with ftreaks of light. 
And darknefte fleckted like a drunkard reeles. 
From forth daies pathway, made by Tytans wheeles. 
Hence will I to my ghoftly Friers clofe cell. 
His helpe to craue, and my deare hap to tell. 

Exit 
Enter Frier alone with a basket, (night, 

Fri, The grey-eyed morne fmiles on the frowning 
Checking the £afterne clowdes with ftreaks of light : 
And fteckeld darknelTe like a drunkard reeles. 
From forth daies path, and Titans burning wheeles : 
Now ere the fun aduance his burning eie. 
The day to cheere, and nights dancke*dewe to drie, 
I muft vpfill this ofier cage of ours. 
With balefull weedes, and precious iuyced flowers. 
The earth that*8 natures mother is her tombe. 
What is her burying graue, that is her wombe : 
And from her wombe children of diuers kinde. 
We fucking on her naturall bofome flnde : 
Many for many, vertues excellent : 
None but for fome, and yet all different. 
O mickle is the powerfull grace that lies 
In Plants, hearbes, ftones, and their true quaUities : 

For 
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For nought fo vile, that on the earth doth liue. 
But to the earth fome fpeciall good doth giue : 
Nor ought fo good but ftraind from that faire vfe, 
Reuolts from true birth, ftumbling on abufe. 
Vertue it felfe tumes vice being mifapplied. 
And vice fometime by adion dignified. 

Enter Romeo. 
Within the infant rinde of this weake flower 
Poyfon hath reiidence, and medicine power : 
For this being fmelt with that part, cheares each part. 
Being tailed, ilaies all fences with the hart. 
Two fuch oppofed Kings encamp them ilill. 
In man as well as hearbes, grace and rude will : 
And where the worfer is predominant, 
Full foone the Canker death eates vp that Plant. 

Ro, Goodmorrow father. 

Fri. Benedicitie. 
What early tongue fo fweete faluteth me ? 
Young fonne, it argues a diftempered hed. 
So foone to bid goodmorrow to thy bed : 
Care keepes his watch in euery old mans eye. 
And where care lodges, fleepe will neuer lye : 
But where vnbrufed youth with vnftufi braine 
Doth couch his lims, there golden fleepe doth rai'gne. 
Therefore thy earlinefle doth me aflure. 
Thou art vproufd with fome diflemprature : 
Or if not fo, then here I hit it right. 
Our Romeo hath not bene in bed to night. 

Ro. That lafl is true, the fweeter refl was mine. 

Fri. God pardon fin, waft thou with Rofcdine ? 

Ro, With Rofaline, my ghoftly father no, 
I haue forgot that name, and that names wo. 

Fri. Thats my good fon, but wher haft thou bin thS ? 

Ro. He tell thee ere thou aske it me agen : 
I haue bene feafting with mine enemie. 
Where on a fudden one hath wounded me : 

£ Thats 



The mojl lamentable Tragedie 

Thats by me wounded both, our remedies 
Within thy helpe and holy phificke lies : 
I beare no hatred blefled man : for loe 
My interceflion like wife fleads my foe. 

Fri, Be plaine good fonne and homely in thy drift, 
Ridling confeflion, findes but ridling ilinfl. 

Ro. Then plainly know, my harts deare loue is fet 
On the faire daughter of rich Capulei : 
As mine on hers, fo hers is fet on mine. 
And all combind, faue what thou mud combine 
By holy marriage, when and where, and how. 
We met, we wooed, and made exchange of vow : 
lie tell thee as we paiTe, but this I pray. 
That thou confent to marrie vs to day. 

Fri, Holy S. Frauncis what a change is here ? 
Is Rof aline that thou did ft loue fo deare. 
So foone forfaken ? young mens loue then lies 
Not truly in their hearts, but in their eies. 
lefu Maria, what a deale of brine 
Hath waflit thy fallow cheekes for Rofaline ? 
How much fait water throwne away in wafle. 
To feafon loue, that of it doth not tafle. 
The Sun not yet thy iighes, from heauen cleares 
Thy old grones yet ringing in mine auncient eares : 
Lo here vpon thy cheeke the flaine doth fit. 
Of an old teare that is not wafht off yet. 
If ere thou waft thy felfe, and thefe woes thine. 
Thou and thefe woes were all for Rofaline. 
And art thou changed, pronounce this fentence then. 
Women may fall, when theres no ftrength in men. 

Ro, Thou chidft me oft for louing Rofaline. 

Fri. For doting, not for louing pupill mine. 

Ro. And badft me burie loue. 

Fri. Not in a graue. 
To lay one in an other out to haue. 

Ro. I pray thee chide me not, her I loue now. 
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Doth grace for grace, and loue for loue allow : 
The other did not fo. 

Fri, O fhe knew well. 
Thy loue did reade by rote, that could not fpell : 
But come young wauerer, come go with me. 
In one refped ile thy aflidant be : 
For this alliance may fo happie proue. 
To tume your houfholds rancor to pure loue. 

Ro, O let vs hence, I Hand on fudden haft. 

Fri, Wifely and (low, they (hunble that run faft. 

Exeunt. 
Enter Benuolio and Mercutio. 

Mer, Where the deule fhould this Romeo be ? came hee not 
home to night ? 

Ben. Not to his fathers, I fpoke with his man. 

Mer. Why that fame pale hard hearted wench, that Rofaline, 
Torments him fo, that he will fure run mad. 

Ben. Tibalt, the kifman to old Capulet, hath fent a leter to his 
fathers houfe. 

Mer. A challenge on my life. 

Ben. Romeo will anfwere it. 

Mer. Any man that can write may anfwere a letter. 

Ben. Nay, he wil anfwere the letters maifter how he dares, be- 
ing dared. 

Mercu. Alas poore Romeo, he is alreadie dead, dabd with a 

white wenches blacke eye, runne through the eare with a loue 

fong, the very pinne of his heart, cleft with the blinde 

bowe-boyes but-ftiaft, and is hee a man to encounter 7^y- 
balt9 

Ro. Why what is Tybalt ? 

Mer. More then Prince of Cats. Oh hees the couragious 
captain of Complements : he fights as you ling prickfong, keeps 
time, diftance & proportion, he refts, his minum refts, one two, 
and the third in your bofome : the very butcher of a iilke but- 
ton, a dualift a dualift, a gentleman of the very firft houfe of the 
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first and fecond caufe^ ah the immortall PaffadOy the Punto re- 
uerfo, the Hay. 

Ben. The what? 

Mer. The Pox of fuch antique lifping afTe^ng phantacies, 
thefe new tuners of accent : by lefu a very good blade, a very 
tall man, a very good whore. Why is not this a lametable thing 
graundfir, that we fhould be thus affli^ed with thefe draunge 
fires : thefe fafhion-mongers, thefe pardons mees, who (land fo 
much on the new forme, that they cannot fit at eafe on the old 
bench. O their bones, their bones. 

Enter Romeo, 

Ben. Here Comes Romeo, here comes Romeo. 

Mer. Without his Roe, like a dried Hering, O flefli, fiefii, 
how art thou fifhified ? now is he for the numbers that Petrach 
flowed in : Laura to his Lady, was a kitchin wench, marrie 
(he had a better loue to berime her : I)ido a dowdie, Cleopatra 
a Gipfie, Hellen and Hero, hildings and harlots : Thisbie a grey 
eye or fo, but not to the purpofe. Signior Romeo, Bonieur, theres 
a French falutation to your French flop : you gaue vs the coun- 
terfeit fairly lafl night. 

Ro. Goodmorrow to you both, what counterfeit did I giue 
you? 

Mer. The flip fir, the flip, can you not conceiue ? 

Ro. Pardon good Mercutio, my bufinefle was great, and in 
fuch a cafe as mine, a man may firaine curtefie. 

Mer. Thats as much as to fay, fuch a cafe as yours^ confirains 
a man to bow in the hams. 

Ro, Meaning to curfie. 

Mer. Thou hafl mofi kindly hit it. 

Ro. A mofi curtuous expofidon. 

Mer. Nay I am the very pinck of curtefie. 

Ro. Pinck for flower. 

Mer. Right. 

Ro. Why then is my pump well flowerd. 

Mer. Sure wit follow me this ieaft, now till thou hafl worne 
out thy pump, that when the fingle fole of it is wome^ the ieafl 
may remaine after the wearing, foly fingular. 

Ro. O 
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Ro O (ingle folde ieaft, folic fingular for the finglenefle. 

Mer. Come betweene vs good BenuoUo, ray wits faints. 

Ro. Swits and fpurs, fwits and fpurres, or ile crie a match. 

Mer, Nay, if oar wits run the wildgoofe chafe, I am done : 
For thou haft more of the wildgoofe in one of thy wits, then I 
am fare I haue in my whole fiue. Was I with you there for the 
goofe ? 

Ro, Thou waft neuer with me for any thing, when thou waft 
not there for the goofe. 

Mer. I will bite thee by the eare for that ieaft. 

Rom. Nay good goofe bite not. 

Mer, Thy wit is a very bitter fweeting, it is a moft ftiarp fawce. 

Rim, And is it not then well feru'd in to a fweete goofe ? 

Mer, Oh heres a wit of Cheuerell, that ftretches from an 
^ynch narrow, to an ell broad. 

Ro, I ftretch it out for that word broad, which added to the 
goofe, proues thee farre and wide a broad goofe. 

Mer, Why is not this better now then groning for loue, now 
art thou fociable, now art thou Romeo : now art thou what thou 
art, by art as well as by nature, for this driueling loue is like a 
great naturall that runs lolling vp and downe to hide his bable 
in a hole. 

Ben. Stop there, ftop there. 

Mer, Thou defireft me to ftop in my tale againft the haire. 

Ben, Thou wouldft elfe haue made thy tale large. 

Mer, O thou art deceiu'd, I would haue made it ftiort, for I 
was come to the whole depth of my tale, and meant indeed to 
occupie the argument no longer. 

Ro. Heeres goodly geare. Enter Nurfe and her man. 

A fayle, a fayle. 

Mer. Two two, a ftiert and a fmocke. 

Nur, Peter : 

Peter, Anon. 

Nur, My fan Peter. 

Mer. Good Peter to hide her face, for her fans the fairer fece. 

Nur. God ye goodmorrow Gentlemen. 

a— Qa. 3 E 3 Mer. God 
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Mer, God ye goodden faire gentlewoman, 

Nur, Is it good den ? 

Mer. Tis no lefle I tell yee, for the bawdie hand of the dyal, 
is now vpon the prick of noone. 

Nur, Out vpon you, what a man are you ? 

Ro, One gentlewoman, that God hath made, himfelf to mar. 

Nar, By my troth it is well faid, for himfelfe to mar quoth a ? 
Getleme ca any of you tel me wher I may find the youg Romeo f 

Ro, I can tell you, but young Romeo will be older when you 
haue found him, then he was when you fought him : I am the 
youngeft of that name, for fault of a worfe. 

Nur. You fay well. 

Mer, Yea is the worfl wel, very wel took, ifaith, wifely, wifely. 

Nur. If you be he fir, I defire fome confidence with you. 

Ben. She will endite him to fome fupper. 

Mer. A baud, a baud, a baud. So ho. 

Ro. What haft thou found ? 

Mer. No hare fir, vnleile a hare fir in a lenten pie, that is forae- 
thing ftale and hoare ere it be fpent. 

An old hare hoare, and an old hare hoare is very good meate in 
lent. 

But a hare that is hore, is too much for a fcore, when it hores ere 
it be fpent. 
Romeo f will you come to your fathers ? weele to dinner thither. 

Ro. I will follow you. 

Mer. Farewell auncient Lady, farewell Lady, Lady, Lady. 

B^eunt. 

Nur. I pray you fir, what fawcie merchant was this that was 
fo full of his roperie ? 

Ro. A gentleman Nurfe, that loues to heare himfelfe talke, 
and will fpeake more in a minute, then bee will ftand too in a 
moneth. 

Nur. And a fpeake any thing againft me. He take him downe, 
and a were luftier then he is, and twentie fuch lacks : and if I 
cannot, ile finde thofe that (hall : fcuruie knaue, I am none 
of his flurt gilLs, I am none of his skaines mates, and thou muft 
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(land by too and fuflfer euery knaue to vfe me at his plea- 
lure. 

Pet, I faw no man vfe you at his pleafure: if I had, my weapon 
fhuld quickly haue bin out : I warrant you, I dare draw aflbone 
as an other man, if I fee occafion in a goodquarel^ & the law on 
my fide. 

N'ur, Now afore God, I am fo vext, that euery part about me 
quiuers, skuruie knaue : pray you fir a word : and as I told you, 
my young Lady bid me enquire you out, what fhe bid me fay, I 
will keepe to my felfe : but firft let me tell ye, if ye ihould leade 
her in a fooles paradife, as they say, it were a very grofle kind of 
behauior as they fay : for the Gentlewoman is yong : and there- 
fore, if you (hould deale double with her, truly it were an ill 
thing to be ofFred to any Gentlewoman, and very weake dea- 
ling. 

Rom, Nurfe, commend me to thy Lady and Miftrefle, I pro- 
teft vnto thee. 

Nur. Good heart, and yfaith I wil tel her as much : Lord, Lord, 
(he will be a ioyfuU woman. 

Ro, What wilt thou tell her Nurfe ? thou dooeft not marke 
me ? 

Nur, I will tell her fir, that you do proteft, which as I take it, 
is a gentlemanlike offer. 

Ro. Bid her deuife fome means to come to (hrift this afternoon. 
And there (he fhall at Frier Lawrence Cell 
Be ihrieued and married : here is for thy paines. 

Nur. No truly fir not a penny. 

Ro, Go too, I fay you (hall. 

Nur, This afternoone fir, well fhe (hall be there. 

Ro, And (lay good Nurfe behinde the Abbey wall. 
Within this houre my man (hall be with thee. 
And bring thee cordes made like a tackled ftayre. 
Which to the high topgallant of my ioy, 
Muft be my conuoy in the fecret night. 
Farewell be truftie, and ile quit thy paines : 
Farewel, commend me to thy MiftrefTe. 

Nur, Now 
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Nur. Now God in heauen blefle thee, harke you fir. 

Ro. What faift thou my deare Nurfe ? 

Nur, Is your man fecret, did you nere here fay, two may keep 
counfell putting one away. 

Ro, Warrant thee my mans as true as fteele. 

Nur. Well fir, my Miflreire is the fvveeteft Lady, Lord, Lord, 
when twas a litle prating thing. O there is a Noble man in town 
one Paris, that would faine lay knife aboord : but Ihe good foule 
had as leeue fee a tode, a very tode as fee him : I anger her fome- 
times, and tell her that Paris is the properer man, but ile warrant 
you, when I fay fo, Ihe lookes as pale as any clout in the verfali 
world, doth not Rofemarie and Romeo begin both with a let- 
ter? 

Ro, I Nurfe, what of that ? Both with an R. 

Nur, A mocker thats the dog, name R. is for the no, I know 
it begins with fome other letter, and (he hath the pretieft fen- 
tentious of it, of you and Rofemarie, that it would do you good 
to heare it. 

Ro, Commend me to thy Lady. 

Nur. I a thoufand times Peter. 

Pet, Anon. 

Nur, Before and apace. 

Exit, 
Enter luliet. 

lu. The clocke ftrooke nine when I did fend the Nurfe, 
In halfe an houre (he promifed to returne. 
Perchance (he cannot meete him, thats not fo : 
Oh ihe is lame, loues heraulds (hould be thoughts. 
Which ten times fader glides then the Suns beames, 
Driuing backe (hadowes ouer lo wring hills. 
Therefore do nimble piniond doues draw loue. 
And therefore hath the wind fwift Cupid wings : 
Now is the Sun vpon the highmoft hill. 
Of this dayes iourney, and from nine till twelue. 
Is there long houres, yet ihe is not come. 
Had (he afFedions and warme youthfull bloud, 

She 
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She would be as fwift in motion as a ball. 

My words would baudie her to my fweete loue. 

M. And his to me, but old folks, many fain as they wer dead, 
Vnwieldie, flowe, heauie, and pale as lead. 

Enter Nurfe. 
O God fhe comes, 6 hony Nurfe what newes ? 
Haft thou met with him ? fend thy man away. 
Nur. Peter ftay at the gate. 

lu. Now good fweete Nurfe, O Lord, why lookeft thou fad ? 
Though newes be fad, yet tell them merily. 
If good, thou Ihameft the muficke of fweete newes. 
By playing it to me, with fo fower a face. 

Nur. I am a wearie, giue me leaue a while. 
Fie how my bones ake, what a iaunce haue I ? 

lu. I would thou hadft my bones, and I thy newes : 
Nay come I pray thee fpeake, good good Nurfe fpeake. 

Nur. lefu what hafte, can you not ftay a while ? 
Do you not fee that I am out of breath ? 

lu. How art thou out of breath, when thou haft breath 
To fay to me, that thou art out of breath ? 
The excufe that thou doeft make in this delay. 
Is longer then the tale thou doeft excufe. 
Is thy newes good or bad ? anfwere to that. 
Say either, and ile ftay the circumftance : 
Let me be fatisfied, ift good or bad ? 

Nur, Well, you haue made a (imple choyfe, you know not 
how to chufe a man : Romeo, no not he though his face be bet- 
ter then any mans, yet his leg excels all mens, and for a hand 
and a foote and a body, though they be not to be talkt on, yet 
they are paft compare : he is not the flower* of curtefie, but ile 
warrant him, as gentle as a lam me : go thy wayes wench, feme 
God. What haue you dinde at home ? 

lu. No, no. But all this did I know before. 
What fayes he of our marriage, what of that ? 

Nur, Lord how my head akes, what a head haue I ? 
It beates as it would fall in twentie peeces. 

F My 
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My back a tother fide, a my backe, my backe : 

Belhrewe your heart for fending me about 

To catch my death with iaunfing vp and downe. 

lu, Ifaith I am forrie that thou art not well. 
Sweete, fweete, fweete Nurfe, tell me what fayes my loue ? 

Nur, Your loue fayes like an honed gentleman. 
An a Courteous, and a kinde, and a handfome. 
And I warraflt a vertuous, where is your mother ? 

lu. Where is my mother, why flie is within, wher Ihuld {he be ^ 
How odly thou replied : 
Your loue fayes like an honeft gentleman. 
Where is your mother ? 

Nur. O Gods lady deare. 
Are you fo hot, marrie come vp I trow. 
Is this the poultis for my aking bones : 
Henceforward do your meflages your felfe. 

lu, Heres fuch a coyle, come what faies Romeo ? 
Nur. Haue you got leaue to go to (hrift to day ? 
lu, I haue. 

Nur, Then high you hence to Frier Lawrence Cell, 
There ftayes a husband to make you a wife : 
Now comes the wanton bloud vp in your checkes, 
Theile be in fcarlet ftraight at any newes : 
Hie you to Church, I muft an other way. 
To fetch a Ladder by the which your loue 
Mud climbe a birds neaft foone when it is darke, 
I am the drudge, and toyle in your delight : 
But you Ihall beare the burthen foone at night. 
Go ile to dinner, hie you to the Cell. 

luU. Hie to high fortune, honed Nurfe farewell. 



Exeunt, 



Enter Frier and Romeo. 

FrL So fmile the heauens vpon this holy aft. 
That after houres, wilh forrow chide vs not. 

Ro, Amen, amen, but come what forrow can, 
It cannot counteruaile the exchange of ioy 
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That one fhort minute giues me in her fight : 
Do thou but clofe our hands with holy words. 
Then loue-deuouring death do what he dare. 
It is inough I may but call her mine. 

Fri. Thefe violent delights haue violent endes. 
And in their triumph die like fier and powder : 
Which as they kiife confume. The fweeteft honey 
Is loathfome in his owne delicioufnefle. 
And in the tafte confoundes the appetite. 
Therefore loue moderately, long loue doth fo. 
Too fwift arriues, as tardie as too Howe. 

Enter luliet. 
Here comes the Lady, Oh fo light a foote 
Will nere weare out the euerlafling flint, 
A louer may beftride the goflfaraours. 
That ydeles in the wanton fommer ayre. 
And yet not fall, fo light is vauitie. 

lu. Good euen to ray ghoftly confeflbr. 

Fri, Romeo fhall thanke thee daughter for vs both. 

lu. As much to hira, elfe is his thankes too much. 

Ro, Ah luliet, if the meafure of thy ioy 
Be heapt like mine, and that thy skill be more 
To blafon it, then fweeten with thy breath 
This neighbour ayre and let rich muficke tongue, 
Vnfold the imagind happines that both 
Receiue in either, by this deare encounter. 

lu. Conceit more rich in matter then in words. 
Brags of his fubflance, not of ornament. 
They are but beggers that can count their worth. 
But my true loue is growne to fuch excefle, 
I cannot fum vp fum of halfe my wealth. 

Fri, Come, come with me, and we will make ihort 
For by your leaues, you fhall not flay alone, (worke. 

Till holy Church incorporate two in one. 

F 2 Enter 
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Enter Mercutio, Benuolio, and men, 

Ben. I pray thee good Mercutio lets retire. 
The day is hot, the Capets abroad : 

And if we meete we ihall not fcape a brawle, for now thefe hot 
daies, is the mad blood flirring. 

Mer, Thou art like one of thefe fellowes, that when he enters 
the confines of a Tauerne, claps me his fword vpon the table, 
and fayes, God fend me no need of i hee : and by the operation 
of the fecond cup, draws him on the drawer, when indeed there 
is no need. 

Ben. Am I like fuch a fellow ? 

Mer. Come, come, thou art as hot a lacke in thy moode as 
any in Italie : and aflbone moued to be moodie, and affoone 
moodie to be moued. 

Ben. And what too ? 

Mer, Nay and there were two fuch, we fhould haue none 
fhortly, for one would kill the other: thou, why thou wilt 
quarell with a man that hath a haire more, or a haire lelTe in his 
beard, then thou haft : thou wilt quarell with a man for cracking 
Nuts, hauing no other reafon, but becaufe thou haft hafel eyes : 
what eye, but fuch an eye wold fpie out fuch a quarrel ? thy head 
is as full of quarelles, as an egge is full of meate, and yet thy 
head hath bene beaten as addle as an ^gge for quarell ing : thou 
haft quareld with a man for coffing in the ftreete, becaufe hee 
hath wakened thy dogge that hath laine afleep in the fun. Didft 
thou not fall out with a taylor for wearing his new doublet be- 
fore Eafter, with an other for tying his new fhooes with olde ri- 
band, and yet thou wilt tuter me from quarelling ? 

Ben, And I were fo apt to quarell as tliou art, any man fhould 
buy the fee-fimple of my life for an houre and a quarter. 

Mer, The fee-fimple, 6 fimple. 

Enter Tybalt, Petruchio, and others. 

Ben, By my head here comes the Capulets, 

Mer, By my heele I care not. 

Tybalt. Follow me clofe, for I will fpeake to them. 
Gentlemen^ Good den^ a word with one of you. 

Aler. 
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Mer. And but one word with one of vs, couple it with fome- 
thing. make it a word and a bio we. 

Tib, You fhall find me apt inough to that fir, and you wil giue 
me occafion. 

Mercu, Could you not take fome occafion without gi- 
uing ? 

Tyb, Mercutioy thou confortefl with Romeo. 

Mer. Coufort, what doeft thou make vs Minflrels ? and thou 
make Minftrels of vs, looke to bear nothing but difcords : heeres 
my tiddlefticke, heeres that fhall make you daunce : zounds con- 
fort. 

Ben, We talke here in the publike haunt of men : 
Either withdraw vnto fome priuate place. 
Or reafon coldly of your greeuances : 
Or elfe depart, here all eyes gaze on w% 

Mer. Mens eyes were made to looke, and let them gaze. 
I will not budge for no mans pleafure I. 

Enter Romeo. 

Tyb, Well peace be with you fir, here comes my man. 

Mer, But ile be hangd fir if he weare your liuerie : 
Marrie go before to field, heele be your follower. 
Your worfhip in that fenfe may call him man. 

Tyb. Romeo, the loue I beare thee, can afFoord 
No better terme then this : thon art a villaine. 

Ro. Tybalt, the reafon that I haue to loue thee. 
Doth much excufe the appertaining rage 
To fuch a greeting : villaine am I none. 
Therefore ferewell, I fee thou knowefl me not. 

Tyb, Boy, this fhall not excufe the iniuries 
That thou hafl done me, therefore tume and draw. 

Ro. I do protefl I neuer iniuried thee. 
But loue thee better then thou canfl deuife : 
Till thou flialt know the reafon of my loue. 
And fo good Capulet, which name I tender 
As dearely as mine owne, be fatisfied. 

Mer. O calme, difhonourable, vile fubmiffion : 
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Allajlucatho carries it away, 

Tihalt, you ratcatcher, will you walke ? 

Tib, What wouldfl thou haue with me ? 

M. Good King of Cats, nothing but one of your nine Hues, 
that I meane to make bold withall, and as you fhall vfe mee 
hereafter drie beate the reft of the eigiit. Will you plucke your 
fword out of his pilcher by the eares ? make hafte, leaft mine be 
about your eares ere it be out. 

Tib, I am for you. 

Rom, Gentle Mercutio, put thy Rapier vp. 

Mer, Come fir, your Paflado. 

Ram, Draw Benuolio, beate downe their weapons. 
Gentlemen, for fhame forbeare this outrage, 
Tibalt, Mercutio, the Prince exprefly hath 
Forbid this bandying in Verona ftreetes. 
Hold Tybalt, good Mercutio. 



Away Tybalt. 

Mer, I am hurt. 
A plague a both houfes, I am fped. 
Is he gone and hath nothing. 

Ben, What art thou hurt ? 

Mer, I, I, a fcratch, a fcratch, marrie tis inough. 
Where is my Page ? go villaine, fetch a Surgion. 

Ro, Courage man, the hurt cannot be much. 

Mer, No tis not fo deepe as a well, nor fo wide as a Church 
doore,but tis inough, twill feme : aske for me to morrow, and you 
(hall finde me a graue man. I am peppered I warrant, for this 
world, a plague a both your houfes, founds a dog, a rat, a moufe, 
a cat, to fcratch a man to death : a braggart, a rogue, a villaine, 
that fights by the book of arithmatick, why the deule came you 
betweene vs ? I was hurt vnder your arme. 

Ro, I thought all for the beft. 

Mer, Helpe me into fome houfe Benuolio, 
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Or I fhall faint, a plague a both your houfes. 
They haue made wormes meate of me, 
I haue it, and fouudly, to your houfes. 

Ro, This Grentleman the Princes neare alia. 
My very friend hath got this mortall hurt 
In my behalfe, my reputation flaind 
Wich Tybalts flaunder, Tybalt that an houre 
Hath bene my Cozen, O fweete Juliet, 
Thy bewtie hath made me effeminate. 
And in my temper foftned valours fteele. 

Enter Benuolio. 



Exit. 



Ben, O Romeo, Romeo, braue Mercutio is dead. 
That gallanr fpirit hath afpir'd the Clowdes, 
Which too vntimely here did fcome the earth. 

Ro. This dayes blacke fate, on mo daies doth depcd. 
This but begins, the wo others muft end. 

Ben, Here comes the furious Tybalt backe againe. 

Ro. He gan in triumph and Mercutio flaine. 
Away to heauen, refpe^iue lenitie. 
And fier end furie, be my condu^ now. 
Now Tybalt take the villaine backe againe. 
That late thou gaueft me, for Mercutios foule 
Is but a little way aboue our heads. 
Staying for thine to keepe him companie : 
Either thou or I, or both, muft go with him. 

Ty. Thou wretched boy that didft cdfort him here, 
Shalt with him hence. 

Ro. This fhall deteimine that 

They Fight. Tibaltfalles. 

Ben. Romeo, away be gone : 
The Citizens are vp, and Tybalt (laine, 
Stand not amazed, the Prince wil doome thee death. 
If thou art taken, hence be gone away. 
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Ro. O I am fortunes foole. 

Ben. Why doft thou flay ? 

Exit Romeo. 
Enter Citizens. 

Citti. Which way ran he that kild Mercutio 9 
Tybalt that mutherer, which way ran he ? 

Ben. There lies that Tybalt. 

Citi. V^p (ir, go wiih me: 
I charje ihee lu ihe Prince.^ name ob. v. 

Enter Prince, o/cIl' Muuniague, Capulet, 
their wiues and all. 

Prin. Where are the vile beginners of this fray ? 

Ben. O Noble Prince, 1 can difcouer all : 
The vnluckie mannage of this fatall brail, 
There lies the man flaine by young Romeo, 
That flew thy kifman, braue Mercutio. 

Capu. Wi. Tybalt, my Cozin, O my brothers child^ 
O Prince, O Cozen, husband, O the blond is fpild 
Of my deare kifman. Prince as thou art true. 
For blond of ours, fliead blond of Mountague. 
O Cozin, Cozin. 

Prin. Benuolio, who began this bloudie fray ? 

Ben. Tybalt here flain, whom Romeos hand did flay, 
Romeo that fpoke him faire, bid him bethinke 
How nice the quarell was, and vrgd withall 
Your high difpleafure all this vtrered. 
With gentle breath, calm look, knees humbly bowed 
Could not take truce with the vnruly fpleene 
Of Tybalt deafe to peace, but that he tilts 
With piercing fleele at bold Mercutios bread. 
Who all as hot, turnes deadly poynt to poynt. 
And with a Martiall fcorne, with one hand beates 
Cold death aflde, and with the other fends 
It backe to Tybalt, whofe dexteritie 
Retorts it, Romeo he cries aloud. 
Hold friends, friends part, and fwifter then bis tongue. 

His 
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His aged arme beates downe their fatall poyuts, 
And twixt them rufhes, vnderneath whofe arme. 
An enuious thruft from Tybalt, hit the life 
Of ftout Mercutio, and then Tybalt fled. 
But by and by comes backe to Romeo, 
Who had but newly entertaind reuenge. 
And toote they go like lightning, for ere I 
Could draw to part them, was (lout Tybalt ilaine : 
And as he fell, did Romeo turne and flie. 
This is the truth, or let Benuolio die. 

Ca. JVi. He is a kifraan to the Mountague, 
Affection makes him falfe, he fpeakes not true : 
Some twentie of them fought in this blacke ftrife. 
And all thofe twentie could but kill one life. 
I beg for luftice which thou Prince muft giue : 
Romeo flew Tybalt, Romeo muft not line. 

Prin. Romeo flew him, he flew Mercutio, 
Who now the price of his deare bloud doth owe. 

Capu. Not Romeo Prince, he was Mercutios friend. 
His fault concludes, but what the law fliould end. 
The life of Tybalt. 

Prin. And for that oflfence. 
Immediately we do exile him hence : 
I haue an intereft in your hearts proceeding : 
My bloud for your rude brawles doth lie a bleeding. 
But ile amerce you with fo ftrong a fine. 
That you (hall all repent the lofle of mine. 
It will be deafe to pleading and excufes. 
Nor teares, nor prayers ihall purchafe out abufes. 
Therefore vfe none, let Romeo hence in haft, 
Elfe when he is found, that houre is his laft. 
Beare hence this body, and attend our will, 
Mercie but murders, pardoning thofe that kill. 

Exit. 
Enter luliet alone. 
Gallop apace, you fierie footed fteedes, 

G Towards 
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Towards Phaehus lodging, fuch a wagoner 

As Phaeton would whip you to the weft. 

And bring in clowdie night immediately. 

Spread thy clofe curtaine loue-performing night. 

That runnawayes eyes may wincke, and Romeo 

Leape to thefe armes, vntalkt of and vnfeene, 

Louers can fee to do their amorous rights^ 

And by their owne bewties, or if loue be blind. 

It beft agrees with night, come ciuill night. 

Thou fober futed matron all in blacke. 

And leame me how to loofe a winning match, 

Plaide for a paire of ftainleffe maydenhoods. 

Hood my vnmand bloud bayting in my cheekes. 

With thy blacke mantle, till ftrange loue grow bold, 

Thinke true loue a6ted (imple modeftie : 

Come night, come Romeo, come thou day in night. 

For thou wilt lie vpon the winges of night. 

Whiter then new fnow vpon a Rauens backe : 

Come gentle night, come louing black browd night, 

Giue me my Romeo, and when I fhall die. 

Take him and cut him out in little ftarres. 

And he will make the face of heauen fo finC) 

That all the world will be in loue with night, 

Ajid pay no worfhip to the garifh Sun. 

O I haue bought the manfion of a loue. 

But not polfeft it, and though I am fold. 

Not yet enioyd, fo tedious is this day. 

As is the night before fome feftiuall. 

To an impatient child that hath new robes 

And may not weare them. O here comes my Nurfe. 

Enter Nurfe with cords. 
And fhe brings newes, and euery tongue that fpeaks 
But Romeos name, fpeakes heauenly eloquence : 
Now Nurfe, what newes ? what haft thou there. 
The cords that Romeo bid thee fetch ? 
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Nur, I, I, the cords. 

lu. Ay me what news ? why doft thou wring thy hads ? 

Nur. A weraday, hees dead, hees dead, hees dead. 
We are vndone Lady, we are vndone. 
Alack the day, hees gone, hees kild, hees dead. 

lu. Can heauen be fo enuious ? 

Nur. Romeo can. 
Though heauen cannot. O Romeo, Romeo, 
Who euer would haue thought it Romeo ? 

lu. What diuell art thou that dod torment me thus ? 
This torture fhould be rored in difmall hell. 
Hath Romeo flaine himfelfe ? fay thou but I, 
And that bare vowell I ftxall poyfon more 
Then the death arting eye of Cockatrice, 
I am not I, if there be fuch an I. 
Or thofe eyes fhot, that makes thee anfwere I : 
If he be flaine fay I, or if not, no. 
Briefe, founds, determine my weale or wo. 

Nur. I faw the wound, I faw it with mine eyes, 
God faue the marke, here on his manly bred, 
A piteous coarfe, a bloudie piteous coarfe. 
Pale, pale as afhes, all bedawbde in bloud. 
All in goare bloud, I founded at the tight. 

lu. O break my hart, poore banckrout break at once. 
To prifon eyes, riere looke on libertie. 
Vile earth too earth refigne, end motion here. 
And thou and Romeo preffe on heauie beare. 

Nur. O Tybalt, Tybalt, the bed friend I had, 
O curteous Tybalt, honed Gentleman, 
That euer I diould Hue to fee thee dead. 

lu. What doime is this that blowes fo contrarie ? 
Is Romeo daughtred ? and is Tybalt dead ? 
My deared Cozen, and my dearer Lord, 
Then dreadfuU Trumpet found the generall doome. 
For who is lining, if thofe two are gone ? 

G 2 Nur. Tybalt 
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Nur. Tybalt is gone and Romeo banilhed, 
Romeo that kild him he is banifhed. 

lull. O God, did Romeos hand (head Tihalts bloud ? 
It did, it did, alas the day, it did. 

Nur. O ferpent heart, hid with a flowring face. 

lu. Did euer draggon keepe fo faire a Caue ? 
Bcwtifull tirant, fiend angelicall : 
Rauenous douefeatherd raue, woluifh rauening lamb, 
Defpifed fubllance of diuinefl fhowe : 
luft oppolite to what thou iuftly feem'fl, 
A dimme faint, an honourable villaine : 
O nature what hadft thou to do in hell 
When thou did ft bower the fpirit of a fiend. 
In mortall paradife of fuch fweete flefh ? 
Was euer booke containing fuch vile matter 
So fairely bound ? 6 that deceit fhould dwell 
In fuch a gorgious Pallace. 

Nur. Theres no truft, no faith, no honeftie in men. 
All periurde, all forfworne, all naught, all diffemblers. 
Ah wheres my man ? giue me fome Aqua-vitae : 
Thefe griefs, thefe woes, thefe forrows make me old. 
Shame come to Romeo. 

lu. Blifterd be thy tongue 
For fuch a wifti, he was not borne to fhame : 
Vpon his brow lliame is afham'd to fit : 
For tis a throane where honour may be crownd 
Sole Monarch of the vniuerfal earth. 
O what a beaft was I to chide at him ? 

Nur, Wil you fpeak wel of him that kild your cozin ? 

lu. Shall I fpeake ill of him that is my husband ? 
Ah poor my lord, what tongue ihal fmooth thy name. 
When I thy three houres wife haue mangled it ? 
But wherefore villaine didft thou kill my Cozin ? 
That villaine Cozin would haue kild my hasband : 
Backe foolifh teares, backe to your natiue fpring. 
Your tributarie drops belong to woe. 

Which 
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Which you raidaking offer vp to ioy. 

My husband Hues that Tybalt would haue flaine. 

And Tybalts dead that would haue (lain my husband : 

All this is comfort, wherefore weepe I then ? 

Some word there was, worfer then Tybalts death 

That murdred me, I would forget it faine. 

But oh it prefles to my meraorie. 

Like damned guiltie deeds to finners mindes, 

Tybalt is dead and Romeo banifhed : 

That banifhed, that one word banifhed. 

Hath flaine ten thoufand Tybalts : Tybalts death 

Was woe inough if it had ended there : 

Or if fower woe delights in fellowfhip. 

And needly will be ranckt with other griefes. 

Why followed not when fhe faid Tybalts dead, 

Thy father or thy mother, nay or both. 

Which moderne lamentation might haue moued. 

But with a reareward following Tybalts death, 

Romeo is banifhed : to fpeake that word. 

Is father, n^other, Tybalt, Romeo, luliet. 

All flaine, all dead : Romeo is banifhed. 

There is no end, no limit, meafure bound. 

In that words death, no words can that woe found. 

Where is my father and my mother Nurfe ? 

Nur. Weeping and way ling ouer Tybalts courfe. 
Will you go to them ? I will bring you thither. 

lu. Wafh they his wounds with teares ? mine fhail be 
When theirs are drie, for Romeos banifhment. (fpent. 

Take vp thofe cordes, poore ropes you are beguilde. 
Both you and I for Romeo is exilde : 
He made you for a highway to my bed. 
But I a maide, die maiden widowed. 
Come cordes, come Nurfe, ile to my wedding bed. 
And death not Romeo, take my maiden head. 

Nur, Hie to your chamber, lie finde Romeo 
To comtort you, I wot well where he is : 

a— Q2. 4 G 3 Harke 
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Harke ye, your Romeo will be here at night, 
lie to him, he is hid at Laurence Cell. 

lu. O find him, giue this ring to my true Knight, 
And bid him come, to take his laft farewell. 

Enter Frier and Romeo. 

FrL Romeo come forth, come forth thou fearefull man, 
Afflidion IS enamourd of thy parts : 
And thou art wedded to calamitie. 

Ro. Father what newes ? what is the Princes doome ? 
What forrow craues acquaintance at my hand. 
That 1 yet know not ^ 

Fri. Too familiar 
Is my deare fonne with fuch fowre companie? 
I bring thee tidings of the Princes doome. 

Ro. What leflfe then doomesday is the Princes doome ? 

FrL A gentler iudgement vaniiht from his lips. 
Not bodies death, but bodies banifhment. 

Rom. Ha, banifhment ? be mercifull, fay death : 
For exile hath more terror in his looke, 
Much more then death, do not fay banifhment. 

FrL Here from Verona art thou banifhed : 
Be patient, for the world is broad and wide. 

Ro. There is no world without Verona walls. 
But purgatorie, torture, hell it felte: 
Hence banifhed, is blanifht from the world. 
And worlds exile is death. Then banifhed. 
Is death, miflermd, calling death banifhed, 
Thou cutfl my head off with a golden axe. 
And fmilefl vpon the flroke that murders me. 

Fri. O deadly fin, d rude vnthankfulnes. 
Thy fault our law calls death, but the kind Prince 
Taking thy part, hath rufht afide the law. 
And tumd that blacke word death to banifliment. 
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This is dcare mercie, and thou feed it not. 

Ro. Tis torture and not mercie, heauen is here 
Where luliet iiues, and euery cat and dog. 
And litle moufe, euery vn worthy thing 
Liue here in heauen, and may looke on her. 
But Romeo may not. More vahditie. 
More honourable ftate, more courtfhip lines 
In carrion flies, then Romeo : they may feaze 
On the white wonder of deare Juliets hand. 
And fleale immortall blelling from her lips. 
Who euen in pure and veftall modeftie 
Still bluih, as thinking their owne kiifes fin. 
This may flyes do, when I from this muft flie. 
And fayed thou yet, that exile is not death ? 
But Romeo may not, he is banilhed. 
Flies may do this, but I from this muft flie: 
They are freemen, but I am baniihed. 
Hadft thou no poyfon mixt, no fliarpe ground knife. 
No fudden meane of death, though nere fo meane. 
But baniflied to kill me : Baniflied ? 
O Frier, the damned vfe that word in hell : 
Howling attends it, how haft thou the heart 
Being a Diuine, a ghoftly Confelfor, 
A fln obfoluer, and my friend profeft. 
To mangle me with that word baniflied ? 

Fri. Then fond mad man, heare me a little fpeake. 

Ro. O thou wilt fpeake againe of banifliment. 

Fri. lie giue thee armour to keepe off that word, 
Aduerfities fweeie milke, Philofophie, 
To comfort thee though thou art baniflied. 

Ro, Yet baniflied ? hang vp philofophie, 
Vnlelfe Philofophie can make a luliet, 
Difplant a towne, reuerfe a Princes doome. 
It helpes not, it preuailes not, talke no more. 

Fri. O then I fee, that mad man haue no eares. 

Ro. How fliould they when that wife men haue no eyes. 

Fri, Let 
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Fri Let me difpute with thee of thy eftate. 

Ro, Thou canft not fpeak of that thou doft not feele, 
Wert thou as young as I, Juliet thy loue. 
An houre but married, Tybalt murdered. 
Doting like me, and like me banilhed. 
Then mighteft thou fpeake, 
Then mightft thou teare thy hayre. 
And fall vpon the ground as I do now. 
Taking the meafure of an vnmade graue. 

Enter Nurfe, and knocke, 

Fri, Arife one knocks, good Romeo hide thy felfe. 

Ro. Not I, vnlefle the breath of hartficke grones, 
Myft-like infold me from the fearch of eyes. 

They knocke. 

Fri. Hark how they knock (whofe there) Romeo arife. 
Thou wilt be taken, (lay a while, fland vp. 

Slud knock. 
Run to my fhidie by and by, Gods will 
What fimplenes is this ? I come, I come, 

Knocke. 
Who knocks fo hard ? whece come you ? whats your will ? 

Enter Nurfe. 

Nur. Let me come in, and you fhal know ray errant : 
I come from Lady Juliet. 

Fri. Welcome then. 

Nur. O holy Frier, O tell me holy Frier, 
Wheres my Ladyes Lord ? wheres Romeo ? 

Fri. There on the ground. 
With his owne teares made drunke. 

Nur. O he is euen in my miflrefle cafe, 
luft in her cafe. O wofull fimpathy : 
Pitious prediccament, euen fo lies (he, 
Blubbring and weeping, weeping and blubbring. 
Stand vp, (land vp, (land and you bo a man. 
For Juliets fake, for her fake rife and (land : 
Why (hould you fall into fo deepe an O ? 

Rom. Nurfe. Nur. Ah 
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Nur. Ah fir, ah fir, deaths the end of all. 

Ro, Spakeft thou of luliet ? how is it with her? 
Doth not ihe thinke me an old murtherer. 
Now I haue (laind the childhood of our ioy. 
With bloud reraoued, but little from her owne ? 
Where is fhe ? and how doth ihe ? and what fayes 
My conceald Lady to our canceld loue ? 

Nur. Oh (he fayes nothing fir, but weeps and weeps. 
And now falls on her bed, and then flarts vp. 
And Tybalt calls, and then on Romeo cries. 
And then downe falls againe. 

Ro, As if that name (hot from the deadly leuell of a gun. 
Did murther her, as that names curfed hand 
Murderd her kinfman. Oh tell me Frier, tell me. 
In what vile part of this Anatomic 
Doth my name lodge?. Tell me that I may facke 
The hatefull manfion. 

Fr'u Hold thy defperate hand : 
Art thou a man? thy forme cries out thou art: 
Thy teares are womanilh, thy wild a^ denote 
The vnreafonable furie of a bead. 
Vnfeemely woman in a feeming man, 
And ilbefeeming bead in feeming both. 
Thou haft amaz'd me. By my holy order, 
I thought thy difpofition better temperd. 
Haft thou flaine Tybalt ? wilt thou fley thy felfe ? 
And fley thy Lady, that in thy life lies. 
By doing damned hate vpon thy felfe ? 
Why rayleft thou on thy birth ? the heauen and earth ? 
Since. birth, and heauen, and earth all three do meet, 
In thee at once, which thou at once would ft loofe. 
Fie, fie, thou ftiameft thy fliape, thy loue, thy wit. 
Which like a Vfurer aboundft in all : 
And vfeft none in that true vfe indeed. 
Which fliould bedecke thy fliape, thy loue, thy wit : 
Thy Noble ftiape is but a forme of waxe, 
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Digrefling from the valour of a man, 

Thy deare loue fworne but hollow periurie. 

Killing that loue which thou had vowd to cherifh. 

Thy wit, that ornament, to Ihape and loue, 

Mifhapen in the condu6t of them both : 

Like powder in a skillede fouldiers flaske. 

Is fet a tier, by thine owne ignorance. 

And thou difraembred with thine owne defence. 

What rowfe thee man, thy Iti/iet is aliue. 

For whofe deare fake thou waft but lately dead. 

There art thou happie, Tybalt would kill thee. 

But thou fleweft Tibalt, there art thou happie. 

The law that threatned death becomes thy friend. 

And turnes it to exile, there art thou happie. 

A packe of bleflings light vpon thy backe, 

Happines courts thee in her beft array. 

But like a miihaued and fullen wench. 

Thou puts vp thy fortune and thy loue : 

Take heede, take heede, for fuch die miferable. 

Go get thee to thy loue as was decreed, 

Afcend her chamber, hence and comfort her : 

But looke thou ftay not till the watch be fet. 

For then thou canft not paffe to Alantua, 

Where thou fhalt line till we can find a time 

To blaze your marriage, reconcile your friends. 

Beg pardon of the Prince and call thee backe. 

With twentie hundred thoufand times more ioy 

Then thou wentft forth in lamentation. 

Go before Nurfe, commend me to thy Lady, 

And bid her haften all the houfe to bed. 

Which heauie forrow makes them apt vnto, 

Romeo is comming. 

Nur, O Lord, I could haue ftaid here all the night. 
To heare good counfell, oh what learning is : 
My Lord, ile tell my Lady you will come. 

Ro, Do fo, and bid my fweete prepare to chide. 

Nur. Here 
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Nur. Here fir, a Ring ihe bid me giue you fir : 
Hie you, make haft, for it growes very late. 

Ro, How well my comfort is reuiu'd by tliis. 

Fri. Go hece, goodnight, & here ftands al your ftate : 
Either be gone before the watch be fet. 
Or by the breake of day difguife from hence, 
Soioume in Mantua, ile find out your man. 
And he fhall fignifie from time to time, 
Euery good hap to you, that chaunces here : 
Giue me thy hand, tis late, farewell, goodnight. 

Ro, But that a ioy paft ioy calls out on me, 
It were a griefe, fo briefe to part with thee : 
Farewell. 

Exeunt, 
Enter old Capulet, his wife and Paris. 

Ca. Things haue falne out fir fo vnluckily. 
That we haue had no time to moue our daughter, 
Looke you, fhe lou*d her kinfman Tybalt dearely 
And fo did I. Well we were borne to die. 
Tis very late, fheele not come downe to night : 
I promife you, but for your companie, 
1 would haue bene a bed an houre ago. 

Paris, Thefe times of wo affoord no times to wooe : 
Madam goodnight, commend me to your daughter. 

La, I will, and know her mind early to morrow, 
To night fhees mewed vp to her heauines. 

Ca, Sir Paris, I will make a defperate tender 
Of my childes loue : I thinke fhe will me rulde 
In all refpe^ by me : nay more, I doubt it not. 
Wife go you to her ere you go to bed. 
Acquaint her here, of my fonne Paris loue. 
And bid her, marke you me ? on wendfday next. 
But foft, what day is this > 

Pa, Monday my Lord. 

Ca, Monday, ha ha, well wendfday is too foone, 
A thurfday let it be, a thurfday tell her 
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She fhall be married to this noble Earle : 
Will you be ready ? do you like this hade ? 
Well, keepe no great ado, a friend or two. 
For harke you, Tybalt being flaine fo late. 
It may be thought we held him careleily 
Being our kinfman, if we reuell much : 
Therefore weele haue fome halfe a doozen friends. 
And there an end, but what fay you to Thurfday ? 

Paris, My Lord, I would that thurfday were to morrow. 

Co. Well get you gone, a Thurfday be it then : 
Go you to luliet ere you go to bed. 
Prepare her wife, againft this wedding day. 
Farewell my Lord, light to my chamber ho. 
Afore mee, it is fo very late that wee may call it early by and by, 
Goodnight. 

Eveunt. 
Enter Romeo and luliet aloft. 

lu. Wilt thou be gone ? It is not yet neare day : 
It was the Nightingale, and not the Larke, 
That pierft the fearefuU hollow of thine eare. 
Nightly (he fings on yond Pomgranet tree, 
Beleeue me loue, it was the Nightingale. 

Rom. It was the Larke the herauld of the mome. 
No Nightingale, looke loue what enuious ftreakes 
Do lace the feuering cloudes in yonder Eaft : 
Nights candles are burnt out, and iocand day 
Stands tipto on the myftie Mountaine tops, 
I muft be gone and line, or flay and die. 

Ill, Yond light is not daylight, I know it I : 
It is fome Meteor that the Sun exhale. 
To be to thee this night a Torch-bearer, 
And light thee on thy way to Mantua, 
Therefore flay yet, thou needfl not to be gone. 

Ro, Let me be tane, let me be put to death, 
I am content, fo thou wilt haue it fo. 
He fay yon gray is not the the mornings eye, 

Tis 
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Tis but the pale reflex of Cinthias brow. 
Nor that is not the Larke whofe noates do beate 
The vaultie heauen fo high aboue our heads, 
I haue more care to flay then will to go : 
Come death and welcome, luliet wills it Uy, 
How ift my foule ? lets talke it is not day, 
III, It is, it is, hie hence be gone away : 
It is the Larke that fings fo out of tune. 
Straining harih Difcords, and vnpleafing Sharpes. 
Some fay, the Larke makes fweete Diuiiion : 
This doth not fo : for fhe diuideth vs. 
Some fay the Larke and loathed Toad change eyes, 
O now I would they had changd voyces too : 
Since arme from arme that voyce doth vs affray. 
Hunting thee hence, with Huntfup to the day. 

now be gone, more light and light it growes. 

Romeo, More light and light, more darke and darke our 
woes. 

Enter Madame and Nurfe, 
Nur, Madam. 
lu, Nurfe. 

Nur, Your Lady Mother is cuming to your chaber. 
The day is broke, be wary, looke about. 

lull. Then window let day in, and let life out. 
Ro, Farewell, farewell, one kifle and He defcend. 
lu. Art thou gone fo loue. Lord, ay husband, friend, 

1 mufl heare from thee euery day in the houre. 
For in a minute there are many dayes, 

by this count I fhall be much in yeares. 
Ere I againe behold my Romeo. 

Rom. Farewell: 

1 will omit no opportunitie. 

That may conuey my greetings loue to thee. 

lu, O thinkfl thou we fhall euer meete againe ? 

Rom, I doubt it not, and all thefe woes fhall feme 
For fweete difcourfes in our times to come. 
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Ro, O God I haue an ill diuining foule. 
Me thinkes I fee thee now, thou art fo lowe. 
As one dead in the bottome of a tombe. 
Either my eye-fight failes, or thou looked pale. 

Rom, And truft me loue, in my eye fo do you : 
Drie forrow drinkes our bloud. Adue, adue. 

lu, O Fortune, Fortune, all men call thee -fickle, 
If thou art fickle, what dofl thou with him 
That is renowmd for faith ? be fickle Fortune : 
For then I hope thou wilt not keepe him long. 
But fend him backe. 

Enter Mother, 

La. Ho daughter, are you vp ? 

lu. Who ifl that calls ? It is ray Lady mother. 
Is fhe not downe fo late or vp fo early ? 
What vnaccuflomd caufe procures her hither ? 

La, Why how now luliet ? 

lu. Madam I am not well. 

La, Euermore weeping for your Cozens death ? 
What wilt thou wafh him from his graue with teares ? 
And if thou couldfl, thou couldfl not make him Hue : 
Therfore haue done, fome griefe fhews much of loue. 
But much of greefe, fhewes fliU fome want of wit. 

lu. Yet let me weepe, for fuch a feeling loffe. 

La. So fhall you feele the loffe, but not the friend 
Which you weepe for. 

lu. Feeling fo the lofle, 
I cannot chufe but euer weepe the friend. 

La. Wei gyrle, thou weepfl not fo much for his death. 
As that the villaine lines which flaughterd him. 

lu. What villaine Madam ? 

La. That fame villaine Romeo. 

lu. Villaine and he be many miles a funder : 
God padon, I do with all my heart : 
And yet no man like he, doth greeue my heart. 

La. That 
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La. That is becaufe the Traytor murderer Hues. 

lu, I Madam from the reach of thefe my hands : 
Would none but I might venge my Cozens death. 

La, We will haue vengeance for it, feare thou not. 
Then weepe no more, He fend to one in Mantua, 
Where that fame banniiht runnagate doth Hue, 
Shall giue him fuch an vnaccuftomd dram. 
That he fhall foone keepe Tybalt companie : 
And then I hope thou wilt be fatisfied. 

lu. Indeed I neuer fhall be fatisfied 
With Romeo, till I behold him. Dead 
Is my poore heart fo for a kinfman vext : 
Madam if you could find out but a man 
To beare a poyfon, I would temper it : 
That Romeo fhould vpon receit thereof, 
Soone fleepe in quiet. O how my heart abhors 
To heare him namde and cannot come to him. 
To wreake the loue I bore my Cozen, 
Vpon his body that hath flaughterd him. 

Mo, Find thou the meaas, and He find fuch a man. 
But now ile tell thee ioyfiill tidings Gyrle. 

lu. And ioy comes well in fuch a needie time. 
What are they, befeech your Ladyfhip ? 

M, Well, well, thou haft a carefiiU father child. 
One who to put thee from thy heauines. 
Hath forted out a fudden day of ioy, 
That thou expeds not, nor I lookt not for. 

lu. Madam in happie time, what day is that ? 

M, Marrie my child, early next Thurfday mome. 
The gallant, young, and Noble Gentleman, 
The Countie Paris at Saint Peters Church, 
Shall happily make thee there a ioyfull Bride. 

lu. Now by S. Peters Church, and Peter too. 
He fhall not make me there a ioyfull Bride. 
I wonder at this hafte, that I muft wed 
Ere he that fhould be husband comes to wooe : 



V 

t 



t 

i 

^ 

« 
i 



A 



4 



\ 






I pray 






The mojl lamentalle Tragedie 

I pray you tell my Lord and father Madam, 
I will not marrie yet, and when I do, I fweare 
It fhall be Romeo, whom you know I hate 
Rather then Paris, thefe are newes indeed. 

M. Here comes your father, tell him fo your felfe : 
And fee how he will take it at your hands. 

Enter Capulet and Nurfe. 

Co, When the Sun fets, the earth doth driile deaw. 
But for the Sunfet of my brothers foune. 
It pains downright. How now a Conduit girle, what dill in tears 
Euermore fhowring in one litle body ? 
Thou countefaits. A Barke, a Sea, a Wind : 
For ftill thy eyes, which I may call the fea. 
Do ebbe and flowe with teares, the Barke thy body is : 
Sayling in this fait floud, the wiudes thy fighes. 
Who raging with thy teares and they with them. 
Without a fudden calme will ouerfet 
Thy temped tofled body. How now wife, 
Haue you deliuered to her our decree ? 

La, I fir, but fhe will none, fhe giue you thankes, 
I would the foole were married to her graue. 

Ca. Soft take me with you, take me with you wife. 
How will fhe none > doth fhe not giue vs thanks ? 
Is fhe not proud ? doth fhe not count her blefl, 
Vnworthy as fhe is, that we haue wrought 
So worthy a Gentleman to be her Bride ? 

lu. Not proud you haue, but thankful that you haue : 
Proud can I neuer be of what I hate. 
But thankfiill euen for hate, that is meant loue. 

Ca. How, how, ho who w, chopt lodgick, what is this > 
Proud and I thanke you, and I thanke you not. 
And yet not proud miflreffe minion you ? 
Thanke me no thankings, nor proud me no prouds. 
But fettle your fine loynts gainfl Thurfday next. 
To go with Paris to Saint Peters Church : 
Or I will drag thee on a hurdle thither. 

You 
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Out you greene ficknefle carrion, out you baggage. 
You tallow face. 

La. Fie, fie, what are you mad ? 

lu. Good Father, I befeech you on my knees, 
Heare me with patience, but to fpeake a word. 

Fa Hang thee young baggage, difobedient wretch, 
I tell thee what, get thee to Church a Thurfday, 
Or neuer after looke me in the face. 
Speake not, replie not, do not anfwere me. 
My fingers itch, wife, we fcarce thought vs bleft. 
That God had lent vs but this onely childe. 
But now I fee this one is one too much. 
And that we haue a curfe in hauing her : 
Out on her hilding. 

Nur. God in heauen bleile her : 
You are to blame my Lord to rate her fo. 

Fa. And why my Lady wifdome, hold your tongue. 
Good Prudence fmatter, with your goffips go. 

Nur. I fpeake no treafon. 
Father, 6 Godigeden, 
May not one fpeake ? 

Fa. Peace you mumbling foole, 
Vtter your grauitie ore a Gofhips bowle. 
For here we need it not. 

IFi. You are too hot. 

Fa. Gods bread, it makes me mad. 
Day, night, houre, tide, time, worke, play. 
Alone in companie, dill my care hath bene 
To haue her matcht, and hauing now prouided 
A Gentleman of noble parentage. 
Of faire demeanes, youthfuU and nobly liand, 
Stuft as they fay, with honourable parts, 
Proportiond as ones thought would wifh a man 
And then to haue a wretched puling foole, 
A whining mammet, in her fortunes tender. 
To anfwere, ile not wed, I cannot loue : 
I am too young, I pray you pardon me. 
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But and you will not wed, ile pardon you. 

Graze where you will, you fhall not houfe with me, 

Looke too't, thinke on't, I do not vfe to ieft. 

Thurfday is neare, lay hand on hart, aduife. 

And you be mine, ile giue you to my friend. 

And you be not, hang, beg, (larue, dye in the ftreets. 

For by my foule ile nere acknowledge thee. 

Nor what is mine fhall neuer do thee good : 

Truft too't, bethinke you, ile not be forfworne. 

Exit, 
la. Is there no pittie fitting in the cloudes 
That fees into the bottome of my greefe r 

fweet my Mother cafl me not away. 
Delay this marriage for a month, a weeke. 
Or if you do not, make the Bridall bed 

In that dim Monument where Tibalt lies. 

Mo, Talke not to me, for ile not fpeake a word. 
Do as thou wilt, for I haue done with thee. 

ErU. 

lu, O God, 6 Nurfe, how fhall this be preuented ? 
My husband is on earth, my faith in heauen. 
How fhall that faith returne againe to earth, 
VnlefTe that husband fend it me from heauen. 
By leauing earth ? comfort me, counfaile roe : 
Alack, alack, that heauen fhould pradife flratagems 
Vpon {o foft a fubie6t as my felfe. 
What fayfl thou, hafl thou not a word of ioy ? 
Some comfort Nurfe. 

Nur. Faith here it is, Romeo is banifhed and all the world to 
That he dares nere come back to challenge you : (nothing, 
Or if he do, it needs mufl be by flealth. 
Then fince the cafe fo flands as now it doth, 

1 thinke it befl you married with the Count ie, 
O hees a louely Grentleman : 

Romios a difhclout to him, an Eagle Madam 
Hath not fo greene, fo quick, fo faire an eye 
As Parts hath, befhrow my very hart, 
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I thinke you are happie in this fecond match. 
For it excels your firft, or if it did not. 
Your firft is dead, or twere as good he were. 
As liuing here, and you no vfe of him. 

lu, Speakft thou from thy heart ? 

Nur, And from my foule too, elfe befhrew them both. 

lu. Amen. 

Nur. What? 

lu. Well thou haft comforted me maruellous much. 
Go in, and tell my Lady I am gone, 
Hauing difpleafd my father, to Laurence Cell, 
To make confefsion, and to be obfolu'd. 

Nur. Marrie I will, and this is wifely done. 

lu. Auncient damnation, 6 moft wicked fiend. 
Is it more fin to wifh me thus forfworne. 
Or to difpraife my Lord with that fame tongue. 
Which fhe hath praifde him with aboue compare. 
So many thoufand times ? ^ Go Counfellor, 
Thou and my bofome henceforth fhall be twaine * 
He to the Frier to know his remedie. 
If all e]fe faile, my felfe haue power to die. 

Enter Frier and Couniie Paris. 

FH. On Thurfday fir : the time is very fhort. 

Par. My Father Capulet will haue it fo. 
And I am nothing flow to flacke his hafte. 

Fri. You fay you do not know the Ladies minde ' 
Vneuen is the courfe, I like it not. 

Par. Immoderately fhe weepes for Tybalts deaih. 
And therefore haue I little taike of loue. 
For Fenus fmiles not in a houfe of teares. 
Now fir, her father counts it daungerous 
That fhe do giue her forrow fo much fway : 
And in his wifedome haftes our marriage. 
To ftop the inundation of her teares. 
Which too much minded by her felfe alone 
May be put firom her by focietie. 
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Now do you know the reafon of this hade. 

Fri. I would I knew not why is fhould be flowed. 
Looke iir, here comes the Lady toward my Cell. 

Enter lultet. 

Pa. Happily met my Lady and my wife. 

lu. That may be fir, when I may be a wife. 

Pa, That may be, muft be loue, on Thurfday next 

lu. What muft be fhall be. 

Fri. Thats a certaine text. 

Par. Come you to make confeflion to this Father ? 

lu. To aunfwere that, I fhould confeife to you. 

Pa. Do not denie to him, that you loue me. 

lu. I will confefle to you that I loue him. 

Par. So will ye, I am fure that you loue me. 

lu. If I do fo, it will be of more price. 
Being fpoke behind your backe, then to your face. 

Par. Poor foule thy face is much abufde with tears. 

lu. The teares haue got fmall vidorie by that. 
For it was bad inough before their fpight. 
Pa. Thou wrongft it more then tears with that report. 

lu. That is no flaunder fir, which is a truth. 
And what I fpake, I fpake it to my face. 

Pa. Thy face is mine, and thou haft flandred it. 

lu. It may be fo, for it is not mine owne. 
Are you at leifure, holy Father now. 
Or fliall I come to you at euening Mafte ? 

Fri. My leifure femes me penfiue daughter now. 
My Lord we muft entreate the time alone. 

Par. Godfliield, I fliould difturbe deuotion, 
Juliet, on Thurfday early will I rowfe yee. 
Till then adue, and keepe this holy kifle. 

ErU. 

lu. O fliut the doore, and when thou haft done fo. 
Come weepe with me, paft hope, paft care, paft help. 

Fri. O Juliet I already know thy greefe. 
It ftraines me paft the compafle of my wits, 
I heare thou muft, and nothing may prorogue it, 



On 



of Romeo and luliet. 

On Thurfday next be married to this Countie. 

/•/. Tell me not Frier, that thou heareft of this, 
Vnlefle thou tell me, how I may preuent it : 
If in thy wifedome thou cand giue no helpe. 
Do thou but call my refolution wife. 
And with this knife ile helpe it prefently. 
God ioynd my heart, and Romeos thou our hands 
And ere this hand by thee to Romeos feald : 
Shall be the Labell to an other deed. 
Or my true heart with trecherous reuolt, 
Turne to an other, this iliall fley them both : 
therefore out of thy long experienft time, 
Giue me fome prefent counfell, or behold 
Twixt my extreames and me, this bloudie knife 
Shall play the vmpeere, arbitrating that. 
Which the commiflion of thy yeares and art. 
Could to no iflue of true honour bring : 
Bd not fo long to fpeake, I lon^ to die. 
If what thou fpeakft, fpeake not of remedie. 

Fri. Hold daughter, I do fpie a kind of hope. 
Which cranes as defperate an execution. 
As that is defperate which we would preuent. 
If rather then to marrie Countie Paris 
Thou haft the ftrength of will to ftay thy felfe. 
Then is it likely thou wilt vndertake 
A thing like death to chide away this fhame. 
That coapft with death, himfelfe to fcape from it : 
And if thou dareft, lie giue thee remedie. 

lu. Oh bid me leape, rather then marrie Paris, 
From of the battlements of any Tower, 
Or walke in theeuifh wayes, or bid me lurke 
Where Serpents are : chaine me with roaring Beares, 
Or hide me nightly in a Charnel houfe, 
Orecouerd quite with dead mens ratling bones. 
With reekie ihanks and yealow chapels fculls : 
Or bid me go into a new made graue. 
And hide me with a dead man in his, 

a— Qi. 5 I 3 Things 
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Things that to heare them told, haue made me tremble^ 
And I will do it without feare or doubt, 
To liue an vnftaind wife to my Iweete loue. 

Fri, Hold then, go. home, be merrie, giue confent. 
To marrie Paris : wendfday is to morrow. 
To morrow night looke that thou lie alone. 
Let not the Nurfe lie with thee in thy Chamber : 
Take thou this VioU being then in bed. 
And this didilling liquor drinke thou off. 
When presently through all thy veines fhall ran, 
A cold and drowzie humour : for no pulfe 
Shall keepe his natiue progreffe but furceafe. 
No warmth, no bread fhall teftifie thou lined. 
The rofes in thy lips and cheekes fhall fade : 
Too many afhes, thy eyes windowes fall : 
Like death when he fhuts vp the day of life. 
Each part depriu'd of fupple goucniment. 
Shall fliffe and flarke, and cold appeare like death. 
And in this borrowed likenelfc of fhrunke death 
Thou fhalt continue two and fortie houres. 
And then awake as from a pleafant fleepe. 
Now when the Bridegroome in the morning comes. 
To rowfe thee from thy bed, there art thou dead : 
Then as the manner of our couutrie is. 
Is thy bell robes vncouered on the Beere, 
Be borne to buriall in thy kindreds graue : 
Thou fhall be borne to that fame auncient vault. 
Where all the kindred of the Capuiets lie. 
In the mcane time againfl thou fhalt awake. 
Shall Romeo by my Letters know our drift. 
And hither fhall he come, an he and I 
Will watch thy walking, and that very night 
Shall Romeo beare thee hence to Mantua. 
And this fhall free thee from this prefent fhame. 
If no inconflant toy nor womanifh feare. 
Abate thy valour in the ading it. 



lu. Giue 



of Romeo and luliet. 

lu, Giue me, giue me, O tell not me of feare 

Fri, Hold get you gone, be llrong and profperous 
In this refolue, ile fend a Frier with fpeed 
To Mantua, with my Letters to thy Lord. 

lu. Loue giue me (Irength, and flrength fhall helpe afford : 
Farewell deare father. {Exit, 

Enter Father Capulet, Mother, Nurfe, and 
Seruing men, two or three. 

Ca. So many guefls inuite as here are writ. 
Sirrah, go hire me twentie cunning Cookes. 

Ser, You fhall haue none ill fir, for ile trie if they can lick their 
fingers. 

Capu, How canfl thou trie them fo ? 

Ser. Marrie fir, tis an ill Cooke that cannot lick his owne fin- 
gers : therefore hee that cannot lick his fingers goes not with 
me. 

Ca. Go be gone, we fhall be much vnfumifht for this time : 
What is my daughter gone to Frier Lawrence ? 

Nur. I forfooth. 

Cap. Well, he may chance to do fome good on her, 
A peeuifh felfewield harlottry it is. 

Enter luliet. 

Nur. See where fhe comes from fhrift with merie looke. 

Ca. How now my headflrong, where haue you bin gadding ? 

lu. Where I haue learnt me to repent the fin 
Of difobedient oppofition. 
To you and your behefls, and am enio3md 
By holy Lawrence, to fell profhate here. 
To beg your pardon, pardon I befeech you. 
Henceforward I am euer rulde by you. 

Ca. Send for the Countie, go tell him of this, 
Ile haue this knot knit vp to morrow morning. 

lu. I met the youthfull Lord at Lawrence Cell, 
And gaue him what becomd loue I might. 
Not flepping ore the bounds of modeflie. 

Cap. Why I am glad ont, this is wel, fland vp. 
This is z£l fhould be, let me fee the Countie : 
I marrie go I fay and fetch him hither. Now 
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Now afore God, this reuerend holy Frier, 
All our whole Citie is much bound to him. 

lu, Nurfe, will you go witli me into my Clofet, 
To helpe me fort fuch necdfull ornaments. 
As you thinke fit to furnifh me to morrow ? 

AIo, No not till Thurfday, there is time inough. 

Fa. Go Nurfe, go with her, weele to Church to morrow. 

Ereunt. 

AIo. We fhall be ihort in our prouifion, 
Tis now neare night. 

Fa, Tufh, I will llirre about. 
And all things Ihall be well, I warrant thee wife : 
Go thou to luliet, helpe to decke vp her. 
He not to bed to night, let me alone : 
He play the huswife for this once, what ho ? 
They are all forth, well I will walke my felfe 
To Countie Paris, to prepare vp him 
Againft to morrow, my heart is wondrous light. 
Since this fame wayward Gyrle is fo reclaymd. 

ExU. 
Enter luliet and Nurfe, 

lu, I thofe attires are befl, bat gentle Nurfe 
I pray thee leaue me to my felfe to night : 
For I haue need of many oryfoiis. 
To moue the heauens to fmilc vpon my flate. 
Which well thou knoweft, is crolfe and full of fin. 

Enter Mother, 

Mo. What are you bufie ho ? need you my helpe ? 

lu. No Madam, we haue culd fuch neceffaries 
As are behoofefuU for our flate to morrow : 
So pleafe you, let me now be left alone. 
And let the Nurfe this night fit vp with you. 
For I am fure you haue your hands full all. 
In this fo fudden bufineffe. 

AIo. Good night. 
Get thee to bed and refl, for thou hafl need. 

Exeunt. 
lu. Farewell, 



of Romeo and luUet. 



la. Farewell, God knowes when we fhall meete againe, 
I haue a faint cold feare thrills through my veines. 
That almoft freezes vp the heate of life : 
lie call them backe againe to comfort me. 
Nurfe, what fhould Ihe do here ? 
My difmall fceane I needs mud a6t alone. 
Come Violl, what if this mixture do not worke at all ? 
Shall I be married then to morrow morning-? 
No, no, this fliall forbid it, lie thou there. 
What if it be a poyfon which the Frier 
Subtilly hath miniftred to haue me dead, 
Ixaft in this marriage he fliould be diihonourd, 
Bi^caufe he married me before to Romeo ? 
I feare it is, and yet me thinks it fliould not. 
For he hath flill bene tried a holy man. 
How if when I am laid into the Tombe, 
I wake before the time that Romeo 
Come to redeeme me, theres a fearfiill poynt : 
Shall I not then be flifHed in the Vault ? 
To whofe foule mouth no healthfome ayre breaths in. 
And there die (Irangled ere my Romeo comes. 
Or if I liue, is it not very like. 
The horrible conceit of death and night, 
Togither with the terror of the place. 
As in a Vaulte, an auncient receptacle. 
Where for this many hundred yeares the bones 
Of all my buried auncellors are packt. 
Where bloudie Tybalt yet but greene in earth. 
Lies feflring in his fliroude, where as they fay. 
At fome houres in the night, fpirits refort : 
Alack, alack, is it not like that I 
So early waking, what with loathfome fmels. 
And flirikes like mandrakes torne out of the earth. 
That lining mortalls hearing them run mad : 
O if I walke, fliall I not be diftraught, 
Inuironed with all thefe hidious feares. 
And madly play with my forefathers ioynts ? 

K 



And 
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And pluck the mangled Tylalt from his ihrowde. 
And in this rage with fome great kinfmans bone. 
As with a club dafh out ray defprate braines. 
O looke, me thinks I fee my Cozins Ghoft, 
Seeking out Romeo that did fpit his body 
Vpon a Rapiers poynt : flay Tybalt, (lay ? 
Romeo, Romeo, Romeo, heeres drinke, I drinke to thee. 

Enter Lady of the houfe and Nurfe, 
La, Hold take thefe keies & fetch more fpices Nurfe. 
JSur. They call for dates and quinces in the Paftrie. 

Enter old Capulet. 
Ca, Come, flir, ftir, ftir, the fecond Cock hath crowed. 
The Curphew bell hath roong, tis three a clock : 
Looke to the bakte meates, good Angelica, 
Spare not for cod. 

Nur. Go you cot-queane go. 
Get you to bed, faith youle be ficke to morrow 
For this nights watching. 

Ca. No not a whit, what I haue watcht ere now. 
All night for leiTer caufe, and nere bene ficke. 

La, I you haue bene a moufe-hunt in your time. 
But I will watch you from fuch watching now. 

Exit Lady and Nurfe 
Ca, A iealous hood, a iealous hood, now fellow, what is there \ 
Enter three orfoure withfpits and logs, 
and Baskets, 
Fel, Things for the Cooke fir, but I know not what. 
Ca, Make hafle, make hafle firra, fetch drier logs. 
Call Peter, he will fliew thee where they are. 

Fel, I haue a head fir, that will find out logs. 
And neuer trouble Peter for the matter. 

Ca, MafTe and well faid, a merrie horfon, ha, 
Twou fhalt be loggerhead, good father tis day. 

Play Muficke, 
The Countie will be here with muficke flraight. 
For fo he faid he would, I heare him neare. 
Nurfe, wife, what ho, what Nurfe I fay > 

Entej 
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Enter Nurfe. 
Go waken luliet, go and trim her vp, 
lie go and chat with Paris, hie, make hafle. 
Make hail, the bridgroome, he is come ah-eady, make hafl I fay. 

Nur. Miflris, what mifhis, luliet, &il I warrant her fhe^ 
Why Lambe, why Lady, fie you fluggabed. 
Why Loue I fay. Madam, fweete heart, why Bride : 
What not a word, you take your penniworths now, 
Sleepe for a weeke, for the next night I warrant 
The Countie Paris hath fet vp his refl. 
That you fhall reft but little, Grod forgiue me. 
Marrie and Amen : how found is fhe a fleepe : 
I needs muft wake her : Madam, Madam, Madam, 
I, let the Countie take you in your bed, 
Heele fiight you vp yfaith, will it not be ? 
What dreft, and in your clothes, and downe againe } 
I muft needs wake you. Lady, Lady, Lady. 
Alas, alas, helpe, helpe, my Ladyes dead. 
Oh wereaday that euer I was borne. 
Some Aqua-vitae ho, my Lord my Lady. 

Mo, What noife is here ? 

Nur. O lamentable day. 

Mo. What is the matter ? 

Nur. Looke, looke, oh heauie day ! 

Mo. O me, O me, my child, my onely life. 
Reuiue, looke vp, or I will die with thee : 
Helpe, helpe, call helpe. 

Enter Father. 

Fa. For ftiame bring luliet forth, her Lord is come. 

Nur. Shees dead : deceaft, ftiees dead, alack the day. 

M. Alack the day, fhees dead, ftiees' dead, ftiees dead. 

Fa. Hah let me fee her, out alas ftiees cold. 
Her bloud is fetled, and her ioynts are ftifFe : 
Life and thefe lips haue long bene feparated 
Death lies on her like an vntimely froft, 
Vpon the fweeteft ftower of all the field, 

K a Nur. O 
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Nur, O lamentable day ! 

Mo, O wofull time / 

Fa, Death that hath tane her hece to make me waile 
Ties vp my tongue and will not let me fpeake. 

Enter Frier and the Countie. 

Fri. Come, is the Bride ready to go to Church ? 

Fa, Ready to go but neuer to returne. 
'O fonne, the night before thy wedding day 
Hath death laine with thy wife, there (he lies. 
Flower as fhe was, deflowred by him. 
Death is my fonne in law, death is my heire. 
My daughter he hath wedded. I will die, 
And leaue him all life lining, all is deaths. 

Par, Haue I thought loue to fee this mornings face. 
And doth it giue me fuch a light as this ? 

Mo, Accurft, vnhappie, wretched hateful I day, 
Mofl miferable houre that ere time faw. 
In lafling labour of his Pilgrimage, 
But one poore one, one poore and louing child. 
But one thing to reioyce and folace in. 
And cruell death hath catcht it from my fight. 

Nur, O wo, O wofull, wofull, wofull day. 
Mod lamentable day, mofl wofull day 
That euer, euer, I did yet bedold. 
O day, O day, O day, O hatefull day, 
Neuer was feene fo blacke a day as this, 
O wofull day, O wofull day. 

Par, Beguild, diuorced, wronged, fpighted, flaine, 
Mofl deteflable death, by thee beguild. 
By cruell, cruell, thee quite ouerthrowne, 
O loue, O life, not life, but loue in death. 

Fat, Defpifde, diftrefTed, hated, martird, kild, 
Vncomfortable time, why camfl thou now. 
To murther, murther, our folemnitie P 
O childe, O childe, my foule and not my childe. 
Dead art thou, alacke my child is dead. 
And with my child my ioyes are buried. 

Fn. Peace 




of Romeo and luliet. 

Fri. Peace bo for fhame, confufions care Hues not. 
In tbefe confufions beauen and your felfe 
Had part in tbis faire maide, now beauen batb all. 
And all tbe better is it for tbe maid : 
Your part in ber, you could not keepe from deatb. 
But beauen keepes bis part in etemall life, 
Tbe mofl you fougbt was ber promotion. 
For twas your beauen fbe fbould be aduanfl. 
And weepe ye now, feeing fbe is aduanfl 
Aboue tbe Cloudes, as bigh as beauen it felfe. 
O in tbis loue, you loue your child fo ill. 
That you run mad, feeing that flie is well : 
Shees not well married, that liues married long. 
Bat fhecs befl married, that dies married young. 
Drie vp your teares, and flick your Rofemarie 
On tbis faire Coarfe, and as tbe cuflome is. 
And in ber befl array beare ber to Church : 
For though fome nature bids vs all lament. 
Yet natures teares are reafons merriment. 

Fa. All things that we ordained fefliuall, 
Turne from their ofHce to black Funerall : 
Our inflruments to melancholy bells. 
Our wedding cbeare to a fad buriall feafl : 
Our folemne himnes to fallen dyrges change : 
Our Bridall flowers ferue for a buried Coarfe : 
And all things change them to tbe contrarie. 

Fri Sir go you in, and Madam go with him. 
And go fir Paris, euery one prepare 
To follow this faire Coarfe vnto her graue : 
The heauens do lowre vpon you for fome ill : 
Moue them no more, by crofling their bigh wil. 

Fxeunt manet* 

Muji, Faith we may put vp our pipes and be gone. 

Nur, Honefl goodfellowes, ah put vp, put vp. 
For well you know, tbis is a pitifull cafe. 

Fid. I my my troath, the cafe may be amended. 

Exit omnes. 
K 3 Enter 
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Enter IVill Kemp. 
Peter. Muiitioos^ oh Mufitions^ harts eafe^ harts eafe^ 
O, and you will haue me liue, play harts eafe. 
Fidler. Why harts eafe ? 
Peter, O Mufitions, becaufe my hart it felfe plaies my hart is 

play me fome merie dump to comfort me. (full : 
Minflrels. Not a dump we, tis no time to play now. 
Peter. You will not then ? 

Minji. No. 

Peter. I will then giue it you foundly. 

MinJl. What will you giue vs ? 

Peter. No money on my faith, but the gleeke. 

1 will giue you the Minftrell. 

MinJlreL Then will I giue you the Seruing-creature. 

Peter. Then will I lay the feruing-creatures dagger on your 
I will cary no Crochets, ile re you. He fe (pate. 

You, do you note me ? 

MinJl. And you re vs, and fa vs, you note vs. 

2. M. Pray you put vp your dagger, and put out your wit. 
Then haue at you with my wit. 

Peter. I will dry-beate you with an yron wit, and put vp my 
Anfwere me like men. (yron dagger. 

When griping griefes the hart doth wound, then mufique with 

her iiluer found. 
Why iiluer found, why mufique, with her iiluer found, what fay 

you Simon Catling? 

MinJl. Mary fir, becaufe iiluer hath a fweet found. 

Peter, Prates, what fay you Hugh Rebick ? 

2. M.l fay iiluer found, becaufe Muiitions found for iiluer. 
Peter. Prates to, what fay you lames found pofl ? 

3. M. Faith I know not what to fay. 

Peter. O I cry you mercy, you are the finger. 
I will fay for you, it is muiique with her iiluer found, 
Becaufe Muiitions haue no gold for founding : 
Then Muiique with her iiluer found with fpeedy help doth 

lend redrefTe. 

Exit. 

MinJl. 



of Romeo and luliet. 

Min, What a pefliknt knaae is this faifie ? 
M. 2. Hang him lack, come weele in here, tarrie for the mour- 
ners, and flaj dinner. 



Exit. 



Enter Romeo. 

Ro. If I may trufl the flattering truth of fleepe, 
My dreames prefage fome iojrfull newes at hand. 
My bofomes L. fits lightly in his throne : 
And all this day an vnaccuflomd fpirit. 
Lifts me aboue the ground with chearfuU thoughts, 
I dreamt my Lady came and found me dead. 
Strange dreame that giues a deadman leaue to thinke. 
And Breathd fuch life with kiiTes in my lips. 
That I reuiude and was an Emperor. 
Ah me, how fweete is loue it felfe pofTeft 
When but loues fhadowes are fo rich in ioy. 

Enter Romeos man, 
Newes from Verona, how now Balthazer, 
Doft thou not bring me Letters from the Frier ? 
How doth my Lady, is my Father well : 
How doth my Lady luliet ? that I aske againe. 
For nothing can be ill if fhe be well. 

Man, Then (he is well and nothing can be ill. 
Her body fleepes in Capels monument. 
And her immortall part with Angels lines. 
1 faw her laid lowe in her kindreds vault. 
And prefently tooke pofte to tell it you : 
O pardon me for bringing thefe ill newes. 
Since you did leaue it for my office fir. 

Rom, Is it in fo ? then I denie you (larres. 
Thou knoweft my lodging, get me inke and paper. 
And hire pod horfes, I will hence to night. 

Man. I do befeech you fir, haue patience : 
Your lookes are pale and wilde, and do import 
Some mifaduenture. 

Ro. Tufh thou art deceiu*d, 
Leaue me, and do the thing I bid thee do. 



Haft 
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Haft thou no Letters to me from the Frier ? 

Man. No my good Lord. 

Exit. 

Ro, No matter get thee gone. 
And hyre thofe horfes. He be with thee ftraight. 
Well luUet, I will lie with thee to night : 
Lets fee for meanes, O mifchiefe thou art fwift. 
To enter in the thoughts of defperate men. 
I do remember an Appothacarie, 
And here abouts a dwells which late I noted, . 
In tattred weeds with ouerwhelming browes. 
Culling of fimples, meager were his lookes, 
Sharpe miferie had worne him to the bones : 
And in his needie fliop a tortoyes hung, 
An allegater ftuft, and other skins 
Of ill fhapte fiilies, and about his flielues, 
A beggerly account of emptie boxes, 
Greene earthen pots, bladders and muftie fecdes. 
Remnants of packthred, and old cakes of Rofes 
Were thinly fcattered, to make vp a ihew. 
Noting this penury, to my felfe I faid. 
An if a man did need a poyfon now, 
Whofe fale is prefent deatli in Maritua, 
Here lines a Catiife wretch would fell it him. 
O this fame thought did but forerun my need. 
And this fame needie man mull fell it me. 
As I remember this fhould be the houfe. 
Being holy day, the bcggers iliop is fliut. 
What ho Appothecarie. 

Appo, Who calls fo lowd 

Kom, Come hither man, I fee that thou art poore. 
Hold, there is fortie duckets, let me haue 
A dram of poyfon, fuch foone fpeeding geare. 
As will difpearfe it felfe through all the vcincs. 
That tlie life-wearie-taker may fall dead. 
And that the Trunke may be difchargd of breath. 
As violently, as haftie powder fierd 



Doth 
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Doth hurry from the fatall Canons wombe. 

Poti, Such mortall drugs I haue, but Mantuas lawe 
Is death to any he that vtters them. 

7? ). Art thou (o bare and full of wretchednefle. 
And feared to die, famine is in thy cheekes. 
Need and oppreflion llarueth in thy eyes. 
Contempt and beggerie hangs vpon thy backe : 
The world is not thy friend, nor the worlds law. 
The world affoords no law to make thee rich : 
I'hen be not poore, but breake it and take this. 
Poti, My pouertie, but not my will confents. 
Rn. I pray thy pouertie and not thy will. 

Poti. Put this in any liquid thing you will 
And drinke it off, and if you had the flrength 
Of twentie men, it would difpatch you ftraight. 

Ro, There is thy Gold, worfe poyfon to mens foules. 
Doing more murther in this loathfome world. 
Then thefe poore copounds that thou maieft not fell, 
I fell thee poyfon, thou had fold me none, 
Farewell, buy foode, and get thy felfe in flefli. 
Come Cordiall and not poyfon, go with me 
To luliets graue, for there mufl I vfe thee. 

Exeunt, 
Enter Frier lohn to Frier Lawrence. 
loh. Holy Francifcan Frier, brother, ho. 

Enter Lawrence. 
Law, This fame fhould be the voyce of Frier lohn, 
Welcome from Mantua, what fayes Romeo ? 
Or if his minde be writ, giue me his Letter. 

loh. Going to find a barefoote brother out. 
One of our order to aflbtiate me. 
Here in this Citie vifiting the ficke. 
And finding him, the Searchers of the Towne 
Sufpe6ting that we both were in a houfe. 
Where the infe6tious pellilence did raigne, 
Seald vp the doores, and would not let vs forth. 
So that my fpeed to Mantua there was flaid. 

L Law. Who 
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Law. Who bare mv Letter then to Romeo ? 
lohn, I could not fend it^ here it Ls agaiue> 
Nor get a meflenger to bring it thee. 
So feareftill were they of infedion. 

Law, Vnhappie fortune, by my Brotherhood, 
The Letter was not nice but fiill of charge. 
Of deare import, and the neglefting it. 
May do much danger : Frier lohn go hence. 
Get me an Iron Crow and bring it ftraight 
Vnto my Cell. 

lohn. Brother ile go and bring it thee. {Exit, 

Law, Now mud 1 to the Monument alone. 
Within this three houres will feire luliet wake, 
Shee will befhrewe me much that Romeo 
Hath had no notice of thefe accidents : 
But I will write againe to Mantua, 
And keepe her at my Cell till Romeo come, 
Poore liuing Coarfe, clofde in a dead mans Tombe. 

ExU, 
Enter Paris and his Page, 
Par, Giue me thy Torch boy, hence and (land aloofe. 
Yet put it out, for I woiJd not be feene : 
Vnder yond young Trees lay thee all along. 
Holding thy eare clofe to the hollow ground. 
So fhall no foote vpon the Church-yard tread. 
Being loofe, vnfirme with digging vp of Graues, 
But thou fhalt heare it, whiftle then to me 
As fignall that thou heareft fome thing approach, 
Giue me thofe flowers, do as I bid thee, go. 

Pa, I am almoft afraid to fland alone. 
Here in the Church-yard, yet I will aduenture. 

Par, Sweet flower, with flowers thy Bridall bed I flrew 
O woe, thy Canapie is dull and (lones. 
Which with fweete water nightly I will dewe. 
Or wanting that, with teares diflild by mones. 
The obfequies that I for thee will keepe : 

Nightly 
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Nightly (hall be, to ftrew thy graue and weepe. 

WhiJIle Bay. 
The Boy gines warning, fomething doth approach. 
What curfed foote wanders this way to night. 
To crofle my obfeqiiies and true loues right ? 
What with a Torch ? muffle me night a while. 

Enter Romeo and Peter. 

Ro. Giue me that mattocke and the wrenching Iron, 
Hold take this Letter, early in the morning 
See thou deliuer it to my Lord and Father, 
Giue me the light vpon thy life I charge thee. 
What ere thou hearefl or feeft, (land all aloofe. 
And do not interrupt me in my courfe. 
Why I defcend into this bed of death. 
Is partly to behold my Ladies face : 
But chiefly to take thence from her dead finger, 
A precious Ring : a Ring that. I muft vfe. 
In deare imployment, therefore hence be gone : 
But if thou iealous doft returne to prie 
In what I farther fhall intend to doo. 
By heauen I will teare thee loynt by loynt. 
And ftrew this hungry Church-yard with thy lims : 
The time and my intents are fauage wilde. 
More fierce and more inexorable farre. 
Then emptie Tygers, or the roaring fea. 

Pet. I will be gone fir, and not trouble ye. 

Ro. So flialt thou fliew me friendfhid, take thou that, 
liiue and be profperous, and farewell good fellow. 

Pet. For all this fame, ile hide me here about. 
His lookes I feare, and his intents I doubt. 

Ro. Thou deteftable mawe, thou wombe of d^th, 
Gorg*d with the deareft morfell of the earth : 
Thus I enforce thy rotten lawes to open. 
And in defpight ile cram thee with more foode. 

Pa. This is that baniflit haughtie Mountague, 
That murdred my loues Cozin, with which greefe 

La It 
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It is fuppofed the faire creature died. 
And here is come to do fome villainous ihame 
To the dead bodies : I will apprehend him. 
Stop thy vnhallowed toyle vile Mountague : 
Can vengeance be purfued further then death ? 
Condemned villaine, I do apprehend thee. 
Obey and go with me, for thou mud die. 

Rom, I mud indeed, and therefore came I hither. 
Good gentle youth tempt not a defprate man, 
Flie hence and leaue me, thinke vpon thefe gone. 
Let them affright thee. I befeech thee youth. 
Put not an other fin vpon my head. 
By vrging me to furie, 6 be gone. 
By heauen I loue thee better then my felf<^ 
For I come hither armde againft my felfe : 
Stay not, begone. Hue, and hereafter fay, 
A mad mans mercie bid thee run away. 

Par. I do defie thy commiration. 
And apprehend thee for a Fellon here. 

Ro, Wilt thou prouoke me ? then haue at thee boy. 
O Lord theyjight, I will go call the Watch, 

Par. O I am (laine, if thou be mercifull. 
Open the Tombe, lay me with luliet, 

Rom, In faith I will, let me perufe this face, 
Mercutios kinfman. Noble Countie Paris, 
What faid my man, when my betofled foule 
Did not attend him as we rode ? I thinke 
He told me Paris fliould haue married luliet. 
Said he not fo ? or did I dreame it fo ? 
Or am I mad, hearing him talke of luliet. 
To thinke it was fo ? O giue me thy hand, 
One writ with me in fowre misfortunes booke, 
lie burie thee in a triumphant graue. 
A Graue, O no. A Lanthorne flaughtred youth : 
For here lies luliet, and her bewtie makes 
This Vault a feafting prefence fall of light. 

Death 
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Death lie thou there by a dead man interd. 

How oft when men are at the point of death, 

Haue they bene merie ? which their keepers call 

A lightning before death ? Oh how may I 

Call this a lightning ? O my Loue^ my wife. 

Death that hath fuckt the honey of thy breatli. 

Hath had no power yet vpon thy bewtie : 

Thou art not conquerd, bewties enfigne yet 

Is crymfon in thy lips and in thy cheeks. 

And deaths pale flag is not aduanced there. 

Tybalt lyeft thou there in thy bloudie fheet ? 

O what more fauour can 1 do to thee. 

Then with that hand that cut thy youth in twaine. 

To funder his that was thine enemie ? 

Forgiue me Couzen. Ah deare laliet 

Why art thou yet fo faire ? I will beleeue, 

Shall I beleeue that vufubdantiall death is amorous. 

And that the leane abhorred monfler keepes 

Thee here in darke to be his parramour ? 

For feare of that I ftill will ftaie with thee. 

And neuer from this pallat of dym night. 

Depart againe, come lye thou in my arme, 

Heer*s to thy health, where ere thou tumblefl in, 

O true Appothecarie / 

rhy drugs are quicke. Thus with a kifle I die. 

Depart againe, here, here, will I remaine. 

With wormes that are thy Chamber-maides : O here 

Will I fet vp my euerlafting reft : 

And fhake the yoke of inaufpicious ftarres. 

From this world wearied flelh, eyes looke your lail : 

Armes take your laft embrace : And lips, O you 

The doores of breath, feale with a righteous kiflb 

A datelefle bargaine to ingrolling death : 

Come bitter condu6t, come vnfauoury guide. 

Thou defperate Pilot, now at once run on 

The dafhing Rocks, thy feaftck weary barke : 

Heeres to my Loue. O true Appothecary : 

Thy drugs are quicke. Thus with a kifle I die. 

a — ^2. 6 L 3 Enter 
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Entrer Frier with Lantfiorne, Crowe, 
and Spade. 

Frier, S. Frances be my fpeede, how oh to night 
Haue my old feet ftumbled at graues ? Whoes there ? 

Man. Heeres one, a friend^ and one that knowes you well. 

Frier. Bliife be vpon you. Tell me good my friend 
What torch is yond that vainly lends his light 
To grubs and eyelefle fculles : as I difcerne. 
It bumeth in the Capels monument. 

Man, It doth fo holy fir, and theres my maifler^ one that you 

Frier. Who is it ^ (loue. 

Alan. Romeo, 

Frier. How long hath he bin there ? 

Alart. Full halfe an houre. 

Frier. Go with me to the Vault. 

Man. I dare not fir. 
My Matter knowes not but I am gone hence, 
And fearefuUy did menace me with death 
If I did ftay to looke on his en tents. 

Frier. Stay then ile go alone, feare comes vpon me. 

much I feare fome ill vnthriftie thing. 

Man. As I did fleepe vnder this yong tree heere, 

1 dreampt my maifter and another fought. 
And that my maifler flew him. 

Frier. Romeo. 
Alack alack, what bloud is this which flaines 
The ftony entrance of this Sepulchre ? 
What meane thefe maifterlelTe and goarie fwords 
To lie difcolour'd by this place of peace ? 
Romeo, oh pale / who elfe, what Paris too ? 
And fteept in bloud ? ah what an vnkind howcr 
Is guikie of this lamentable chance ? 
The Lady ftirres. 

luli. O comfortable Frier, where is my Lord ? 
I do remember well where I (hould be : 
And there I am, where is my Romeo 9 

Frier. 1 heare fome noyfe Lady, come from that neft 

Of 
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Of death, contagion, and vnnaturall (leepe, 
A greater power then we can contradi6t 
Hath thwarted our intents, come, come away. 
Thy hufband in thy bofome there lies dead : 
And Paris too, come ile difpofe of thee. 
Among a Sifterhood of holy Nunnes : 
Stay not to queftion, for the watch is comming, 
Come go good luliet, I dare no longer ftay. 



ExiL 



lulu Go get thee hence, for I will not away. 
Whats heere? a cup clofd in my true loues hand ? 
Poifon I fee hath bin his timelefle end : 
O churle, drunke all, and left no friendly drop 
To help me after, I will kifte thy lips, 
Happlie fome poyfon yet doth hang on them. 
To make me dye with a reftoratiue. 
Thy lips are warrae. 

Enter Boy and Watch, 

IVatch, liCade boy, which way. 

luli. Yea noife ? then ile be briefe. O happy dagger 
This is thy (heath, there ruft and let me dye. 

IVdtch boy. This is the place there where the torch doth bume. 

Watch. The ground is bloudie, fearch about the Churchyard. 
Go fome of you, who ere you find attach. 
Pittifull fight, heere lies the Countie flaine. 
And luliet bleeding, warme, and newlie dead : 
Who heere hath laine this two daies buried. 
Go tell the Prince, runne to the Capulets, 
Raife vp the Mountagues, fome others fearch. 
We fee the ground whereon thefe woes do lye. 
But the true ground of all thefe piteous woes 
We cannot without circumftance defcry. 

Enter Romeos man. 

Watch. Heres Romeos man, we found him in the Churchyard. 

Chief, watch. Hold him in fafetie till the Prince come hither. 
Enter Frier, and another Watchman. 

3. Watch, Here is a Frier that trembles, fighes, and weepes. 

We 
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We tooke this Mattocke and this Spade from him, 
As he was comming from this Church-yards fide. 

Chief watch, A great fufpition, ftay the Frier too too. 

Enter the Prince, 

Prin, What mifaduenture is fo early vp. 
That calls our perfon from our morning rell ? 

Enter Cape Is, 

Ca, What (hould it be that is fo ilirike abroad ? 

IVife, O the people in the ftreet crie Romeo, 
Some luliet, and fome Paris, and all runne 
With open outcry toward our Monument. 

Pr, What feare is this which ftartles in your eares ? 

JVatch, Soueraine, here lies the County Paris (lain. 
And Romeo dead, and luUet dead before, 
Warme and new kild. (comes. 

Prin, Search, feeke & know how this foule murder 

Jf^at. Here is a Frier, and Slaughter Romeos man. 
With Inftruments vpon them, fit to open 
Thefe dead mens Tombes. 

Enter Capulet and his wife, 

Ca, O heauens / O wife looke how our daughter 
This dagger hath miftane, for loe his houfe (bleeds ! 
Is emptie on the back of Alounlague, 
And it mislheathd in my daughters bofome. 

IFife, O me, this light of death, is as a Bell 
That warnes my old age to a fepulcher. 

Enter Mountague, 

Prin, Come Mountague, for thou art early vp 
To fee thy fonne and heire, now earling downe. 

Moun, Alas my liege, my wife is dead to night, 
Griefe of my fonnes exile hath ilopt her breath. 
What further woe confpires agninll mine age ? 

Prin, Looke and thou Ihalt fee. 

Aloun, O thou vntaught, what maners is in this. 
To preiTe before thy father to a graue ? 

Prin, Scale vp the mouth of outrage for a while. 
Till we can cleare thefe ambiguities. 

And 
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And know their fpring, their head, their true difcent. 

And then will I be generall of your woes. 

And leade you euen to death, meane time forbeare. 

And let mifchance be flaue to patience. 

Bring foorth the parties df fufpition. 

Frier, I am the greateft able to do lead. 
Yet mod fufpe^ed as the time and place 
Doth make againft me of this direfiill murther : 
And heere I (land both to impeach and purge 
My felfe condemned, and my felfe excufde. 

Prin. Then fay at once what thou doft know in this ? 
Frier. I will be briefe, for my ihort date of breath 

Is not fo long as is a tedious tale. 

Romeo there dead, was husband to that luiiet. 

And (he there dead, thats Romeos faithfull wife : 

I married them, and their ftolne marriage day 

Was Tihalts doomefday, whofe vntimely death 

Baniiht the new-made Bridegroome from this Citie, 

For whome, and not for Tilalt, Juliet pinde. 

You to remoue that fiege of griefe from her 

Betrothd and would haue married her perforce 

To Countie Paris. Then comes ihe to me. 

And with wild lookes bid me deuife fome meane 

To rid her from this fecond mariage : 

Or in my Cell there would ihe kill her felfe. 

Then gaue I her (fo tuterd by my art) 

A deeping potion, which fo tooke effect 

As I intended, for it wrought on her 

The forme of death, meane time I writ to Romeo 

That he iliould hither come as this dire night 

To help to take her from her borrowed graue. 

Being the time the potions force ihould ceafe. 

But he which bore my letter, Frier John, 

Was flayed by accident, and yefternight 

Return d my letter back, then all alone 

At the prefixed hower of her waking, 

M Came 
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Came I to take her from her kindreds Vault, 
Meaning to keepe her clofely at my Cell, 
Till I conueniently could fend to Romeo. 
But when I came, fome minute ere the time 
Of her awakening, here vntimely lay. 
The Noble Paris, and true Romeo dead. 
She wakes, and I entreated her come forth 

I 

And beare this worke of heauen with patience : 

But then a noyfe did fcare me from the Tombe, 

And- (he too defperate would not go with me . 

But as it feemes, did violence on her felfe. 

Al this I know, & to the marriage her Nurfe is priuie : 

And if ought in this mifcaried by my fault. 

Let my old life be facrific'd fome houre before his time, 

Vnto the rigour of feuereft law. 

Prin. We dill haue knowne thee for a holy man, 
Wheres Romeos man ? what can he fay to this ? 

Balth, I brought my maider newes of luliets death. 
And then in pofte he came from Mantua, 
To this fame place. To this fame monument 
This Letter he early bid me giue his Father, 
And threatned me with death, going in the Vault, 
If I departed not, and left him there. 

Prin, Giue me the Letter, I will looke on it. 
Where is the Counties Page that raifd the Watch ? 
Sirrah, what made your maifter in this place ? 

Boy, He came with flowers to ftrew his Ladies graue. 
And bid me (land aloofe, and fo I did. 
Anon comes one with light to ope the Tombe, 
And by and by my maifter drew on him. 
And then I ran away to call the Watch. 

Prin. This Letter doth make good the Friers words. 
Their courfe of Loue, the tidings of her death. 
And here he writes, that he did buy a poyfon 
Of a poore Pothecarie, and therewithall. 
Came to this Vault, to die and lye with luliet. 
Where be thefe enemies ? Capulet Mountague 9 See 
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See whit a fcourge is laide vpon your hate? 
That heauen finds means to kit your ioyes with loue, 
And I for winking at your difcords too, 
Haue lod a brace of kinfmen, all are punifht. 

Ct^. O brother Mountague, giue me thy hand. 
This is my daughters ioynture, tor no more 
Can I demaund. 

Moun. But I can giue thee more. 
For I will raie her ftatue in pure gold. 
That whiles Vrrona by that name is knowne, 
There ftiall no figure at fuch rate be fet. 
As that of true and ^ithfiill luliet. 

Capel. As rich fhall Romens by his Ladies lie, 
Poore (acrifices of our enmicie. 

Prin, A glooming peace this morning with it brings. 
The Sun for forrow will not (hew hU head : 
Go hence to haue more taike of thefe lad things. 
Some Ihall be pardoned, and fome puniflied. 
For neuer was a Storie of more wo. 
Then thi« of laliet and her Romeo. 

FINIS. 
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